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Preface 


Ancient Athens’ Marketplace’, the 'Agora’ was where Plato’s Socrates 'threshed out the grains of truth from the 
chaff, ‘playing 'mid-wife' to wisdom’. 

Today's ‘Agora’ is “The mall’. Like in ancient Athens, this is where people go to shop, to meet people, and 
just hang around, socialise, and talk, as interlocutors discussing the trivial, along with the more important issues of 
life. 

As in ancient times, romance, erotic encounters, and fascinating and humorous discussions, can all take place 
without plan or warning. 

Isn’t that, after all, our secret hope, each time we set off to visit The Mall? 

What we experience at the Mall might even raise our ethics just a little, and leave us with the distinct 
promise, that, perhaps after all, not all hope is false, and that maybe not all our efforts are in vain. 


Sander’s dream 


Sander had not had an easy time of life. Ever. Not just recently. But ever. He had worked so hard. He had been so 
conscientious. He had been so morally ambitious. He had been so full of good will. He had sacrificed so much. 

His reward for all this was to have been mobbed and blacklisted by his last two employers. In fact the last one 
had more or less ‘assassinated’ his character completely, casting doubts on his very sanity. 

He was now pretty much unemployable. The education he had worked so hard and long for, and suffered so 
much to attain, now worked against him. He was overqualified for any of the jobs he could now possibly hope to get. 
His credentials put off potential employers in the low skilled labor market. No boss wanted a sub-ordinate that was 
clearly so much superior to themselves in almost every way. 

His Jobcenter ‘advisor’ had gone so far as to suggest to him that he ‘fake’ his resume. Not in the usual sense of 
including skills and qualities that he did zor have. But rather excluding most of the positive qualities, experience, 
skills, and educational achievements he had attained. He had sensed a little too much enthusiasm on her part, 
bordering on 'Shadenfreude'’, ‘malicious satisfaction’. 

So it was that we find him, asleep. About the only time he could look forward to any sort of ‘release’. But 
even in his dreams he was often haunted, desperate, and anxious. Often his only ‘escape’ often proved as much a 
prison as his waking life was. 

He is dreaming now. In this dream he is some sort of alien military officer on board an alien space ship. He is 
talking with a superior. His commander. They are apparently sending him out on a mission. He is being briefed on 
his objectives. 

‘Your mission is to destroy most life on earth’. ' 

Sander, in the dream, is thinking that his commander must have been working too hard and lost his mind 
somewhere. He was wondering how he might get the commander to retrace his steps back to when he had it last. But 
in Sander's opinion that would take much too long. Decades in fact. Back to when he had been ‘laterally promoted’ 
out of the line position he had then held, by superiors who, fearing the impact of his incompetence might have on 
their careers, decided to move him where he would become ‘someone else’s problem’. 

Sander reflected on what sort of ‘career limiting move' it might be to challenge the sanity of his superior 
officer. No, it wasn't an option. So, until his commander found his mind again, or he was given a new assignment, 
probably one involving lots of basket weaving, Sander was not going to risk his own health or career by ‘rocking the 
boat’. And yet he just had to say something. 

‘Sir?’ 

‘Yes Captain’. 

‘But isn't earth just one of the new black market ‘virtual reality games'? I mean I saw this documentary on 
TV about these Experience Engineers, sort of waking dream producers, and the ah’... He hesitated to bring up the 
theme of mental illness, for fear it might prove a catalyst for his clearly mentally unstable 
commander... Disorientation influence they have been reported to have on the mental health of their ‘abusers’. 

‘Look Captain. This is above your pay grade. But I'll let you in on a little secret. Just between you and me. 
You mention it again and I'll have you up on charges. I'll have you psych eval'd and pushed out. The thing is, 
Captain, that there are different levels of truth for different sections of society. If you ever get your Majority, and 
your proficiency on this mission will determine that, you will get a full briefing, of course. But for the moment, I've 
been instructed to let you in on a little secret.’ 

"Yes sir?’ 


"Well the thing is this.’ 


‘Sir’? 

And then the commander said something that he knew was going to shock his sub-ordinate to hear. He still 
felt flashes of the shock he had himself felt the time he had been let in on the whole deal. 

"The earth.’ 

"Yes Captain?’ 

‘It's not a game. It's not a product of the dream producers. Well it is one of their products. But they didn't 
produce it. They sell the ‘experience’. But they didn't make the product as such. You see Captain. The thing is this. 
The earth is real.’ 

Sander, in the dream, staggered as if their space-ship had just been hit by, no...let’s put it this way...as if the 
ship had just hit...no that doesn't quite do it justice either...let's just say he staggered as if his world had been suddenly 
turned inside out, and he had been left on the outside. 

‘But sir. How could it be possible? It would never have passed the 'Minimal Synergies Act of 197 A.O (After 
Optimalisation). In the game they, well, they, eat each other. I mean, sentient life forms eat other sentient life forms. 
And they enslave each other. They brutally exploit each other. The supposedly most civilised of sentient beings 
removes the skins of other sentient beings and wear them as, well, as fashion sir. And they reproduce the lives least 
worth living, the un-healthiest, ugliest, and stupidest of their kind. And they force their own kind to endure sickness 
and old age, and lives not worth living, while they freely offer euthanasia to completely strange sentient beings, like 
stray animals. Sir surely it can't all be real. That planet was the brainchild of some sick, perverted, malicious dream 
producer. For a very narrow, perverted, vicious clientele. It just couldn't be real. ' 

‘My sentiments exactly Captain. I can't blame you for reacting to this news pretty much how I did when I 
was first informed of these facts. But they are facts Captain. And they now form part of your mission’. And then the 
Commander adopted a tone just a little too familiar and friendly for Sander's comfort. It made him suspicious. His 
commander had never given him the feeling that he liked him. Let alone expected big things of him. 

‘This is your chance to climb the ladder m'boy. Get this right and the other Captains will soon be saluting 
you. This is great news for you, lad. You've been delegated, under the Universal Protocols of the Minimal Synergies 
Act of 197 A.O, to rectify the situation. Top secret stuff. Very hush hush. Very ‘shadow government. Understand? 
We were never here and this never happened. Got it? With this Sander's general blunt, vague, non-specific 
discomfort, which had been wandering around like a stray animal looking for a home, evolved into a pointed fear, 
and then suddenly exploded into an abject terror. He felt the ship beneath his feet dissolve into a sort of quick sand. 
He felt the impulse to flight. But where to run to? He was on a destroyer in deep space. 

His commander's words had to work through the fog of fear that enveloped Sander's mind. 'Get this right 
and your promotion is a cinch. Any posting you chose. Believe me, this sort of opportunity only comes along once in 
a career. It makes careers. Not all officers have what it takes to work their way to the top like, well, myself, by sheer 
competence and brilliance’. Sander was lost for words already, his responses shut down and overwhelmed by a 
growing nausea and desire to flee. So he did not need to suppress any automatic response to his commander’s 
obviously deluded self-praise. 

‘This is your ticket out of here. Won't hurt my career either’, the Commander gloated, his face aglow 
without any recourse to the usual alcoholic stimulants. 

The Commander then looked Sander straight in the eye before looking over his shoulder, and continuing, in 
a lightly affected voice. “You're to eliminate most forms of life on the planet Earth’. 

Sander could only but agree that this was the duty of any Universal Fleet Officer. Personally he even felt it 
desirable. I mean, the things that went on that planet were disgusting. Even when he had assumed it was a mere 
product of an entertainment industry that was obliged to pander to the lowest common denominator in the galaxy, 
he would have happily jumped at the chance to 'take it off the air'. He did not see what good it could possibly do the 
galaxy to have its denizens consuming such sick, monstrous ‘experiences’. Surely there were enough ' dark’ programs 


on galactic ‘Virtu-Media’ to allow for a ‘catharsis’ of the lowest impulses in sentient nature without encouraging this 
unfathomably sickening sort of fantasy role play? 

Sander was well aware that the fleet had the technology to wipe out any or all life forms on any planet. It 
could precisely target specific species with microscopic accuracy, or just go for a more general and blunt ‘complete 
extinction level event’ of most life forms on any planet. 

This news helped him gradually recover from the shock that the ‘horror-film’ planet was not a virtual reality 
construct. It was not a corporate ‘experience engine’ for the sick minds of its fantasy role players. It was in fact 
reality, somewhere in the universe. 

However there lingered his uncertainty about the wisdom of becoming involved in any 'shadow ops'. He was 
vaguely familiar the conspiracy theories that a complete 'shadow government’ pulled the strings in reality. That the 
‘elected galactic representatives’ were little more than ‘puppets’ to the most powerful interests in the galaxy. However 
he doubted that such a 'shadow government’ would likely have the best of intentions, given sentient nature. 

However for once his job and his heart, his goodwill, were in the same place. He could actually do some 
good for once. And the relative simplicity of his mission, its virtual guarantee of success, and the implications for his 
own career advancement, all combined in a rush, returning him to some level of composure. The carpeted metal 
beneath his feet once more regained its previous level of firmness. His breath returned smooth and even. His fear 
and suspicion were replaced by the elation of shining, glorious promise, like the dull and somber boys at an otherwise 
unpromising party on seeing a group of beautiful young girls joining them. He, Captain Sander, was to be the 
instrument of an authentically noble undertaking. 

‘But here's the thing’. The commander hesitated, Unsure how to frame his thoughts into words. 

Yes? Sir? 

"Well here's the thing’. 

‘Sir?’ 

‘Well, as I'm sure you already understand, this is a great embarrassment to our organisation. The public 
won't understand how we could have let this thing escape our attention. They will be horrified. And the council will 
want someone else to take the fall for it. You already appreciate that this is on the hush hush. We don't want to 
become officially involved. In fact. Well this is the thing Captain. The mission is top secret and...’ 

Captain Sander felt that his Commander had already made everything clear, and he wanted to instill him 
with confidence, before he had second thoughts about giving Sander himself this opportunity. "Yes sir. I understand 
sir. Politics’. 

The commander gave him an approving look. It seemed they had the right man for the job. He brightened 
slightly. "Yes Captain. Good. I'm glad you understand. And I imagine you'll understand this one last thing’. 

"Yes Sir?’ 

‘We need you to make it look like, well... 

‘What sir?’, Sander offered brightly, encouragingly, approvingly. 

‘Well, the things is, Captain, it's got to look like an accident’. 

At this Sander woke up. 


So just what is that whole thing about Public School teachers and I.Q tests? 


It was 10 a.m. already, Sander noted with surprise. He had been sleeping-in later and later it seemed to him. Some of 
that he could blame on his problems getting to sleep. But he realised that the real reason was that he simply did not 
usually have any real interest in getting up and facing a world that was so dreary and disappointing. However today 
Sander had arranged to meet his oldest and dearest friend Morton at the Mall for ‘brunch’. So he quickly got dressed, 
wet and brushed his hair, and left. He had not noticed that he need a shave. It was not the first thing he tended to 
notice, on the best of mornings. His first priority was coffee. He was on auto-pilot as he turned on the electric kettle. 
He put a big spoon of coffee into an old plastic container, and then spooned some soy milk powder into his old coke 
bottle. It was a thick plastic. As indestructible as any thermos, and once he put it in two socks, and an insulated ‘beer 
holder’, as good at keeping things hot or cold. 

He impatiently waited for the water to ‘almost’ boil before pouring it over the coffee grinds in the plastic 
container. He got dressed quickly then returned to stir the coffee around and around vigorously. He then continued 
getting ready before returning to the coffee. He had given it a minute or two to settle. Most of the grounds had sunk 
to the bottom of the container. He then carefully poured the hot coffee into his 'coke-thermos'’, right down to the 
dregs, which he left in the container. He was in a hurry. He put the lid on the coke-thermos and put it in his 
backpack. He grabbed his sunglasses, and locked the door on his way out. He was virtually blind in the bright 
daylight without his ‘sunnies'. He had often even worn them indoors, when the lights felt too bright. And yes, he 
sometimes had worn his ‘sunglasses at night’ even before that pop song became a hit. 

Morton Woods. Sander had ironically nick-named him "Tiger'. Because he was absolutely, even comically, 
bad at golf. So bad that Sander had told him that instead of aiming for the ‘holes’, he might do better aiming for the 
‘lakes’. He had about as much chance of landing a ball in either. 

Sander didn't need a nickname. Those who knew him felt he was worth of his birth name. For he was, even 
Sander had to admit to himself, often capable of being quite ‘abrasive’, without making any particular effort. In fact 
life had taught him the hard way that he had to make a deliberate conscious effort not to be so. What he felt was just 
directness and honesty, tended to be experienced by people to whom honesty and directness was a foreign, almost 
alien experience, as abrasiveness. 

That said, Sander had real friends who loved him. Not that they ever put that love into words. But the love 
was felt. Anyone seeing Sander and his friends together could not fail to feel the love there. 

And so Morton ‘Tiger’ Woods' face lit up with good humor on seeing his friend Sander turn the corner of 
the mall into the food court. As expected, Sander gave him a brief look of recognition before scanning the food 
court ‘diners’ for any of the local ‘talent’. You couldn't hold it against Sander. He just liked women. Of course he 
wouldn't let any enslave him, and women who felt he was a threat to their ‘scam’ liked to accuse him of being 
misogynist. That said, all but the most malicious of man-hating, or merely romantically disappointed, females, had 
to admit that there was nothing sinister in his affections for women. 

He was honest and direct. Too honest and direct, sadly, for the current state of male-female relations, it had 
to be said. But he could never be accused of deceit of false advertising. It made it hard for him to attract women, to 
be sure. But he could never find it within himself to play the usual games. He valued his integrity even more highly 
than he valued affection and sex. Sander believed in equality. Sander believed that sex should be a holy and magical 
interaction devoid of any ‘transaction’. When men 'paid' for sex in any way they were making women into 
prostitutes. 

Not that he had anything against sex workers. In fact he admired them for filling a vital role in society, and 
providing a valuable, professional service. It was fine if you were open about exchanging sex for cash. That was 
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honest. But when you engaged in shady transactions of sex and affection for a home, a family, a ‘provider’, or even 
just a generous benefactor who provided ‘entertainment expenses’, well, that just ruined the experience for Sander. 
And it doomed any real chance of authentic ‘relationships’ evolving between lovers. Years after the ‘transaction’ 
became obvious, and the 'sex, love, and affection’ proved to be fraudulent, the children of separated lovers had to pay 
the costs for their parents’ deceptions and role playing. Sander had been the child in that equation. He did not want 
to produce any more ‘victims’. And so he sadly missed out on a lot of affection, love, and sex. At least he took 
responsibility for this condition, and did not blame anyone, or end up hating anyone. It was just unfortunate. Just 
such a waste of his affection, love, and well, to be honest, generous sexual capacities. 

Sander finally found his way to Morton's table and gave him a smile as he sat down. Morton noted that, as 
usual, Sander had his backpack with him. He took out a bottle of soy coffee latte he had made at home. Needless to 
say that his ‘frugality’ was another ‘thorn in his side’ when it came to women. Morton saw a hint of ‘embarrassment’, 
even ‘guilt’ in his friends features. He realised that the food court tables were ‘paid for' by the patrons of the food 
court. Sander was not shameless, even though his critics often laughed at his ‘shameless’ frugality. 

Morton sort of understood that Sander felt that his financial independence and his spiritual / philosophical 
integrity were interdependent. You could not afford to speak your mind if you were dependent on the listeners’ 
good will, in terms of a pay check or sales commission. And integrity was everything to Sander. He often called it 
‘impeccability’, in the fashion of Carlos Castaneda’s Jacqui Indian teacher 'Don Juan’. Morton did not really get his 
references to ‘the way of the warrior’, and yet it was clear to him and anyone else that Sander was in a constant state 
of battle with the world. It frustrated his friends at first, but in time they came to accept him. For he accepted them, 
despite his clear and stated disagreements with many of their ‘life choices’. 

Morton had been reading a newspaper just to pass the time until Sander got there. He showed an article to 
Sander. It was about the N.S.W teachers’ federation opposition to the introduction of U.S style IQ testing and 
S.A.T scores. Morton enjoyed getting Sander to ‘explain’ things to him. He himself just ‘went along to get along’ and 
never invested much energy in ‘understanding’ the world about him too deeply. It was a mutually synergistic 
relationship, like all good friendships. Sander needed an audience and Morton loved to learn things the easy way. For 
Sander was great at explaining things. He had a way of connecting things that Morton would never have imagined 
were connected. He made sense. Morton thought Sander should be a University lecturer. In any case he was happy 
to get free lectures from Sander when he was in the mood. 

‘So what's all the fuss? I mean, they are threatening to go on strike about giving kids tests. I thought that was 
the whole point of school. Giving tests and stuff like that?) Morton gave Sander an inquiring, expectant look. 
Sander's face took on its 'typical' look in response, telling Morton that he was not going to be disappointed. 

Sander entered into the topic of conversation like a sprinter responding to the crack of the starter’s gun. 

‘Let’s imagine the following scenario, shall we? One day the national statistical agency joins with a team of 
anthropologists from the national university. Under the guise of a few harmless enough looking questions discreetly 
included in the previous 60 years of national census surveys, they discover an extremely interesting and reliable 
statistical correlation. It seems that the proportion of the length of your leg from Knee to ankle, and from your knee 
to our hip, is a very reliable indicator of future academic and professional achievement. In fact the best indicator yet 
discovered.’ 

Morton gave Sander an encouraging look, indicating he was following him so far. Then Sander continued. 

‘And so all the university entrance boards and government recruitment agencies start asking potential 
candidates for their ‘knee to hip’ and ‘knee to ankle’ measurements. It was perfectly rational and reasonable. It was 
scientific. It would ensure the most efficient allocation of educational resources, and the recruitment of the most 
able employees. It provided a quick reference for the allocation of scarce jobs and educational opportunities. It was 
sound management practice.’ 

Morton nodded in agreement adding, as his part of the ‘conversation’, ‘Sure, only makes sense’, his signal to 
Sander to continue in his typical ‘monologue’. 
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‘Now many people challenged the ‘objectivity’ of such measures. Many people with short 'ratios', Sander 
added, with a cynical aspect to his features. 

Morton picked up on the gist of Sander's insinuation and gave a knowing chuckle to indicate that he was in 
on the joke. 

"They claimed that no adequate ‘explanation’ had yet been given for the statistical correlation. There was in 
fact a huge public outcry. Public opinion was definitely NOT in favor of such tests. They formed a powerful lobby 
group. The majority of the public were against the idea.’ 

‘Surely had nothing to do with the fact that most people had much shorter shins than thighs. No. It was just, 
well, wrong, to discriminate. There were calls for the abolition of any reference to that particular ‘measure’ of 
intelligence. The U.S President found great popular support for his ‘shin to thigh ratio diversity’ rhetoric, calling for 
‘the affirmation of all ‘shin to thigh ratios.’ 

At this Morton gave a little laugh appropriate to Sander's tone. 

‘And it was of course sheer co-incidence that the President, who had once been popular for his casual dress 
code, being ‘of the people’ and all that, suddenly began wearing long pants, even in 35 degree summer weather. In 
fact long pants, almost overnight, had appeared to become the ‘uniform’ of most managers, professionals, and 
supervisors’. 

Morton affirmed Sander's meaning, nodding, and smiling ‘yep, yep, that'd be about right’, encouraging 
Sander to continue, which he did. 

‘In fact, soon, by association with power and success, wearing long pants in any kind of weather soon became 
a ‘status’ symbol. The ‘aspirational’ consumer just had to have them. So soon long pants became THE fashion item.’ 

‘You couldn't help but notice at the beach that shorts, let alone speedos, had gone out of style. Everyone was 
wearing the new ‘long’ and ‘loose’ style of swim shorts that extended down below the knees just far enough to make 
any ‘shin to thigh ratio’ comparison impossible.’ 

Morton gave Sander a ‘knowing’ look, as Sander continued. 

‘Funny though, most women were still wearing their bikinis and skirts.’ 

At this Morton let out a low laugh, showing his appreciation for Sander's wit. Then Sander added, his face 
suddenly a little serious. 

‘And first let me remind you that I once got fired from a teaching job for wearing shorts! If you haven't 
noticed all teachers wear long pants. You see where I'm heading with this don't you? Any teachers out there? I see 
you're wearing long pants. And it’s 25 degrees out tonight!’ 

O.K.' You got it Tiger? 

‘Yeh, yeh. I'm not half as daft as I like to let most people imagine. You should do stand-up, you clever 
bastard. Isn't that the sort of stuff they do? Is that what they call satire? I guess what you are saying is that teachers 
and other stupid people are against IQ testing simply because they don't do well on IQ tests. Which of course is fair 
enough. Everyone wants an unlevel playing field, one biased in their favor. And most people realise their own kids 
are as stupid as themselves’. 

Sander was glad to give his ‘listener’ a chance to talk. And so he did not interrupt, allowing Morton to pick a 
few long hanging fruit and enjoy the conversation. And so he listened, smiling and chuckling appropriately in 
response to Morton's quips. 

‘And imagine the outcry when people realised how stupid the average teacher is.’ Like, I can imagine one 
being really pleased with himself at the music store when he manages to get the salesman to throw in a year’s free 
‘tuning’ for the digital piano he is negotiating a deal on!" 

Sander laughed with Morton at his joke. He paused, and seeing that Morton had nothing to add at that 
moment, Sander added. "Your teacher reminds me of the time George Bush and Papa Bush were really happy when 
George Jnr got the results of his IQ test. It was the first time in little George’s life that he had ever scored as high as 
85 in any test! 
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Morton didn't get it at first. But then a flash of recollection rushed across his features. ‘Oh, I get it, IQ tests 
are not out of 100. 85 is pretty dumb right? 100 is average. You're a funny fucker you are Sander. I'll remember that 
one. Bush is an idiot, for sure’. Morton laughed and Sander enjoyed his laughter, laughing at his own joke. 

Then Morton's features lit up and he almost fell over his own words in his eagerness to get them out. 'I have 
a philosophical question for you Sander. Why do stupid people behave stupidly? ' 

"Heh heh. Good joke. Maybe you should join in with Bob and his stand-up mates. 

Anyway, so I see the point about the teachers. Would not do their next pay rise claims much good would it? 
And imagine the kids knowing how much smarter they were than their teachers? And we haven't even touched the 
subject of Ethics and Eugenics have we? 

Sander was a little surprised that Morton was interested in talking about such things. That surprise was 
immediately replaced by a feeling of pleasure at the intellectual level Morton's comments. He never assumed that the 
understanding of any idea was above anyone. He assumed that anyone could understand anything that he himself 
could. He had never assumed that he himself had any greater capacity for understanding than anyone else. He had 
always considered it a matter of willingness to understand, rather than ability to understand. Including a willingness 
to put in the effort, and overcome the emotional discomfort of challenging preconceived beliefs and invalid 
assumptions. 

Morton apparently sensed Sander's reaction. ‘But what would be the use of Eugenics in today's workaday 
world? Ah, Sensei, for one so wise you surprise me. Look around you my noble learned ‘midwife’ of wisdom. What 
would we do with all your ‘future’ persons of intelligence? We need security guards and burger flippers, cleaners and 
sales assistants. The world can barely employ the occasional intelligence evolution has so far coughed up. Look at 
yourself. Virtually unemployable. What manager would dare hire someone twice as capable as themselves? Who 
wants to be compared to their betters, day in day out? Who even likes their betters? Would you want to work with 
someone you know is cleverer than you? Someone you know would do your job better than you ever could? 
Someone who probably will have your job in a year or two? No, my friend.’ 

Morton paused, apparently collecting his thoughts. Sander gave him time to collect them. He was curious to 
see just how far his friend would follow the point. Sander then saw the wheels of Morton's mind spinning once 
more, and awaited a continuation of his line of reason expectantly. He was not disappointed. 

'I guess it's one reason the beneficiary classes are against Eugenics’ Morton continued, as if hearing his 
thoughts for the first time as he himself expressed them. ‘If everyone was more or less equal, then they'd have to share 
out the unpleasant tasks more or less equally. No-one would have the power to exploit anyone else’. 

Sander nodded in agreement, holding his own thoughts in check. He was well aware that he tended to 
monopolise conversations, and was always happy to give his interlocutors a chance to express themselves, even if he 
was pretty sure he already knew what they were going to say. Well, to be honest, he was certain he knew what they 
were going to say. He could not remember the last time he had got it wrong. People were so predictable. He could 
foresee all of the potential directions their thoughts would likely take before they had stumbled upon even a single 
one of them. But he had learned to practice patience and humility, and even a little ‘socially appropriate behavior’. 
Even more importantly, for Sander did not give ‘being social’ the high priority most people did, he had learned the 
Zen art of practicing beginners mind’. The Zen practice of deliberately not anticipating anything, of encountering 
each experience as if for the first time. This precluded any preconception, assumption, or prejudice. This had been 
the hardest Zen habit to cultivate for Sander. But he consciously and deliberately practiced this habit in true Zen 
style. 

And so Sander deliberately switched off his own internal dialogue and calmly and alertly waited for Morton 
to continue. ‘I think most people tend to focus too narrowly on intelligence. Health and beauty are much greater 
indicators of happiness than intelligence. You're right to say that we only need so many super geniuses around. 
There's no denying it. And to be honest I don't know if I'd want to be one of them, any of my next times around’. 

Sander nodded his approval of Morton's comment, encouraging him to go on. 
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‘Anyway, surely life would be much more satisfying, even as a security guard, if you were healthy and 
attractive. You know, getting laid regularly, feeling accepted and approved of by everyone around you. Feeling 
welcome and like you belonged. And think of all the resources you'd free up. All those health care costs you'd be 
saving. All those resources could be employed productively, in ways that add value and satisfaction to everyone's 
lives’. 

Sander was so busy ‘practicing’ listening to Morton as if he was a mystery, and was completely unpredictable, 
that he was actually surprised when Morton developed the argument to a very logical conclusion. "The thing is, well I 
reckon it's like this.' Morton lowered his head slightly, looked over Sander's left shoulder, focusing internally on a 
train of thought that Sander could visualise building just behind his eyes, 'If you took one of the beneficiaries of the 
current system, you know, a rich, good-looking, healthy person, and told them that for their next 99 lives, they were 
going to experience life as one of the people they loathe, despise, and exploit. Well what do you think? Would they 
suddenly change their minds about eugenics? I mean, if they stood to inherit all the bad things they allowed to be 
reproduced in this life, in their own next lives? All the inequality, exploitation, poverty, disease, illness, ugliness, 
stupidity, waste, and virtual slavery? And imagine how they would react to abortion. Given the statistics, they could 
not fail to realise that their most likely next death would be as an aborted fetus. The mother's womb is the most 
dangerous place for a human. I mean, do you think that is something they would accept? No I don't think so 
Sander. Do you see what I'm trying to get at?’ 

Sander was so thrown off by the surprising line of thought that Morton had developed that he was genuinely 
at a loss for words. He had to collect his thoughts a moment, to return to his more natural, active position in a 
‘conversation’. O.K, to be frank, his ‘dominance’ of what really, despite his best intentions, tended to be 
‘monologues’, 

But of course Sander's mind recovered as quickly as ever and supplied him with a productive direction to 
take, in this case, continue, the conversation in. ‘Oh, sure, right, this is that ‘optimal ethics generator business’, right? 
The one based on that Rawlins’ guy's 'veil of ignorance’? Sander didn't see the slightest spark of recognition of the 
name Rawlins in Morton's facial features. Clearly Morton had developed his ideas elsewhere, or from something he 
had read which had not made any reference to Rawlins. "Well of course you're right. He's right’. Sander realised that 
last point could have been left out. Was he, Sander, jealous? He was so used to being the ‘wise’ one. But Morton, 
with his truly, completely unpracticed humility, and generous nature, responded quite positively to the addition. In 
fact Morton's features suddenly brightened, as if finding it greatly satisfying to have the validation of one of Sander's 
‘hero philosophers’. 

Sander deliberately waited to see if Morton was going to add anything, after taking a slurp of his soy shake. 
He was particularly patient, as a form of penance for his last comment. Morton appeared to be lost in thought, but 
then came back to the moment and went on. ‘But the thing is. How’re you gonna convince people of random new- 
incarnation? Especially as, given all you've said, they're certainly not going to want it to be true. Denial is a basic part 
of human nature. And when was the last time a human volunteered to give up any of the benefits they enjoyed. No 
matter how high the cost animals or other humans paid to provide those benefits? No-one willingly accepts the 
truth, when it is inconvenient, unsatisfying, or challenging. You're the one always reminding me of these things. So 
pretty much, your position is probably right. But still hopeless’. Morton was referring to Sander constant ‘battles’ 
with people, trying to get them to empathise with the suffering of the least fortunate and so stop exploiting their 
power over them. 

Sander was impressed and grateful for Morton's apparent empathy for his own suffering. "Yes, my friend. I 
fear you are right again. In many ways you are much wiser than me. You don't start fights you can't win. And you are 
brave enough to fight the ones you can. Meanwhile I fight all these intellectual battles I'm doomed to lose. But I sit 
on my arse and do nothing really productive. In that you're definitely the better man, Morton my friend’. 

‘Well as I have said before, Sander, despite your obvious intellectual capacities, you could still stand to learn a 
thing or two when it comes to your basic social skills. So today the student will attempt to teach the master 
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something. I am not half as clever as you, and still I find it bodes me well to act four times less clever even that that. 
That's what someone forgot to teach you in school. Only now it’s too late. You’re too damn clever for your own 
good. Sander. And what's worse, you have the nerve to show it. Take some friendly advice from a good friend. I 
consider you a good friend and hope you feel the same towards me. Hide your brains. Take them out now and again 
and polish them with friends like me. But for the everyday slob, you just cannot afford to let them in on the secret of 
true extent of your intelligence.’ 

"Maybe you're right Tiger, Sander replied, slipping into the affectionate nickname to show his appreciation 
for the praise and the well-intended, and to be sure, wise, advice. ‘I've got this Employment Office interview at 12 
today. You know the only job I've any chance at getting is as one of these security guards here in the Mall. And I've 
little chance if they think I'm too clever. They'll get nervous thinking I might be onto them and their little corrupt 
scams and incompetent ways. So I will certainly give your friendly advice a lot of thought. And, yes, Tiger, I do 
consider you a good friend. And I feel privileged to know you feel the same way.’ Morton could see the emotion 
welling up behind Sander's ‘controlled’ features. He knew that Sander rarely said such things, and that he meant 
them. The fact that he had kept his facial features and voice so controlled actually revealed their warmth and 
authenticity more than any overtly emotional outburst might have relayed. 

Morton wanting to ‘let Sander off the hook' emotionally, adopted a joking tone. ‘Right, then, Sensei, unless 
you want to see a grown man crying in the mall over his soy-latte, I suggest you get out of here and get to that 
Employment office interview before they finally cut your benefits off. Keep your head high mate. Have courage! 

Sander was grateful for Morton's light-hearted comments. It gave him a chance to throw off the emotion 
that was choking him. ‘Actually I'm a bit nervous about all this. But they do say you first need to be scared of 
something, in order to show courage. So I guess that means I am half way there already’. 

‘Boom boom. Yeh. Well. I'm sure you'll be right Sander. I'll send as much good mojo your way as I can. And 
anyway, I hear they've got some right nice cuties working over there these days. Never know your luck. Maybe score a 
pity ...' Morton made a gesture with his fingers to finish the sentence, which made Sander laugh out loud. Exactly 
what he needed to build up his courage. 

"Thanks mate. I'll be off then. Before I lose my nerve’. 
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Sander’s interview with his case manager Ms. Watt 


‘Mr Sander, now when you signed on for welfare you agreed to....' as she was speaking she got up and closed the door. 
As she turned back to him she continued ....'Look, I'm really sorry’. She looked at him, then looked at the wall 
behind him, vacantly, empty, as if looking for something that she didn't expect to find there. She then returned her 
gaze to Sander. 'You see there are these types like, and, well, they deliberately exploit people in your position. They 
know you can't refuse any ‘reasonable’ offer, and well, to be honest, the definition of ‘reasonable’ is, well, completely 
unreasonable. By any reasonable, decent standard, I mean. But sad to say that ‘decency’ is not a high priority in the 
new industrial relations policy of the current government.’ With this she clearly distanced herself from her official 
position, and gave Sander to know that she was not a supporter of the current government, nor its policies. The 
policies she was expected to work with. 

She gave Sander a few gazes that could have been ‘meaningful’, but which Sander was too preoccupied to pay 
much attention to, before continuing, ‘But I don't have the power to do anything. So I tell you what. We'll put down 
‘medical condition prevented Mr Sander from attending job interview’. And look, no-one will ever check, and if they 
do I'll act like I lost the medical certificate.’ She went on, surprisingly passionately for a government bureaucrat, in a 
Jobcenter of all places, 'It really burns me. This, this, this...’ 

‘Exploitation?’ Sander offered, out of compassion for her obvious suffering, and to alleviate his own 
empathic discomfort at having to witness it. In fact he suddenly began to feel sorrier for her than for himself. And 
remembering the talk he'd had with Morton that morning, he decided it was time to release his employment officer 
from her pains, and maybe actually make some effort to get a job. Even this job. The one that was causing his poor 
employment ‘advisor’ so much grief and agony. O.K so the job was as a security guard. Why not at least give it a 
chance? Might even be interesting. Who knows? And if it became unbearable, well, he could just start being himself. 
That could get him fired from any job in a matter of weeks. At least it had done so far. Why should his natural 
charms fail this time? Had reality suddenly taken a sharp turn in a different direction when he had not been paying 
attention? Yep, he joked to himself, a few weeks tops. And that was if they bothered with any formalities. If they 
didn't have to worry about such formalities, he could be on his way, free as a bird, in a few days. 

Ms. Watts gave the door a cautionary look, as if she feared it might betray her, and then turned to Sander, 
adopting a conspiratorial and sympathetic tone. 'I'm afraid it's getting more and more common. And it’s not just 
around here. Round the whole world. The governments can't manage unemployment. So one of ‘em, it was the 
Germans I think, got the idea to simply take one full-time job and turn it into two or three casual jobs. That way 
three people are officially taken out of the official unemployment statistics, rather than one. Doesn't affect the 
statistics that the government still has to pay these three people benefits, because they earn so little. Like magic the 
government appear to have solved the unemployment problem. They look good. They look competent. In control. 
Like they know what they are doing. It’s all this ‘impression management’ stuff. She uttered that last comment as if 
spitting something utterly distasteful from her mouth. But what struck Sander even more strongly was the fact that 
she appeared to assume the intimate tone of a confidant with him. She was treating him as her equal. She just 
assumed he understood and agreed with her. He found himself warming to her. This was understandable, given the 
limits of his social life. And the loathing which had attached itself to the mere thought of this meeting made the 
actual experience, by contrast, feel quite pleasant. 

Ms. Watt looked away, almost guiltily, then looking first at her desk, and then at Sander directly, she 
continued. ‘You know, it's like the public, the average person, has just lost all heart. All compassion. All concern for 
their fellows. There just isn't any goodwill out there. Was there ever? Surely there must have been. Everything felt 
different even 10 years ago. I don't think I'm exaggerating. It was all this new Labor and... Oh it breaks my heart to 
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see how society is going, where it is headed. Every person for themselves. No solidarity. Everyone out for what they 
can get. I tell you it just...'. 'I mean, what sort of world is this becoming. What sort of people have we become? It 
seems, Mr Sander, that everyone sees everyone else merely as a means to their own ends. Just machines. And those 
with the least power are being pushed down to the level of slaves. It's just slavery with a new face. That’s your new 
labor. That's your new labor laws and Industrial relations for you.' 

Sander felt like giving Ms.. Watts a big comforting hug. He barely controlled the impulse before she 
continued. 

‘And you see Mr Sander, once it worked for one government, every other caught on to the idea. Can believe 
that in Germany it's called the 'Hearts' policy? No hearts more like it. When I was growing up we had the minimum 
wage. A decent salary a person could live from. Now it’s minimal wages. And these ‘individual contracts’. What sort 
of contract can you expect between the powerful and the absolutely powerless? It's simply predatory employers 
blackmailing desperate unemployed people into working for nothing, and leaving the State to make up the 
difference, at the taxpayers’ expense. That's what they are doing. Virtually getting the tax payer to pay what the 
employer used to pay. What a scam! I mean no-one can actually survive on what they get paid by their bosses. 

People are working two or three casual jobs, often traveling two or three hours each day, traveling between 
jobs, working a few hours here, a few there, at all hours of the day and night. I don't know how their families cope. 
And yet they are still dependent on welfare to pay the bills. It's simply wrong. Some things are clearly wrong. This is 
one of them. It’s just, well, wrong!’ 

Sander saw the irony. Of course it had been named after the minister who had chaired the committee which 
had produced it. Hartz. It was now in its third generation. It had done exactly what Ms. Watts had described. Sander 
was impressed. Not only did Ms. Watt possess an unusually warm spirit, and a generous amount of goodwill, she also 
appeared to be in possession of a great deal of understanding and insight. And an ability to express complex things in 
simple, clear, easy to understand terms. Sander felt a strange impulse within himself feeding upon this new 
awareness. But he had no time right now to go into those impulses. Not right now. 

Ms. Watt looked down to her right, giving her nose an endearing little twitch. She pouted her lips slightly 
and then flared her nostrils. This little choreography of micro-expressions really appealed to Sander. He startled a 
little when she looked then back up to him, her eyes slightly wet and shining, her pupils dilated. He was not sure 
what had startled him. 

‘But look, this Mall security firm is not half as bad as some of the others. We've sent a few people over to 
them. It's no dream job, by any means. But they don’t give you those absurdly unfair two and three hour shifts 
starting and finishing at all hours. At least with these guys you will get a decent night’s sleep, a decent income, and 
the possibility to arrange a social life’. Was Sander reading something into that glint in her eye? Was that smile that 
barely raised the corners of her mouth suggestive of something? 

‘Here at least you'll be on regular eight hour shifts. And it’s mostly normal working hours. I mean what was 
considered normal once. Today of course the whole concept has been re-engineered and weasel-worded. Yeh, so, 
here you'd be working from around 8 to around 6, morning to evening. They have another security firm that deals 
with the night security, and the opening and closing protocols. That said, they give you the choice of overtime. But 
that'll be strictly up to you. It's not hard work. And you'll have lots of friendly colleagues’, she caught his eye, adding 
Tve personally placed most of them. And the Mall is quite nice really.’ 

At this Sander recalled the last security job he had gone for. It had had all the worst conditions Ms. Watt 
was clearly familiar with. They had expected he work a few hours here and there, at all times of the day and night. 
He'd calculated that he'd never get off benefits based on what he'd earn there, despite destroying any possibility of 
getting into a healthy sleep pattern, let alone having any hope of any sort of social life. They ruin your life and barely 
pay you enough to survive. 

Sander described the conditions of his last security guard work, and Ms.. Watt nodded sympathetically at all 
the right moments. "To be honest, I wouldn't be able to get myself to do that again. I just couldn't bring myself to do 
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it. Just too damn wrong is all. I mean by submitting to something that's so wrong, I become part of something 
wrong. And I could never be part of something that wrong’. 

'I mean I felt bad, after the guy offered me work and all. He seemed nice enough. And genuine. But at the 
time he'd offered me the job, he'd made it sound like I would get at least 30 hours work. And in long 10 hour shifts. 
He'd said if I did the few hours that were really inconvenient and not worth anyone's while, but which were 'so 
important to his firm’, as he'd put it, that he would reward me with some decent shifts too. Only of course those 
other shifts he'd alluded to never materialised. And I heard from some other people that he always used that same 
line of BS. It was just a line’. 

Sander felt the sympathy and understanding sort of radiate from Ms.. Watt's entire body, not just her facial 
features. Everything about her posture, her vocal tone, her quiet attentiveness, not just her micro-expressions, 
communicated to Sander that she was listening, and understanding, and that she actually cared. It was such a novel 
experience for Sander. It was in fact intoxicating. Addictive. Like a tranquilizer. Comforting. And yet strangely and 
deliciously exciting. 

‘So. I'm not shy of work. I've done everything from McDonald's, to cleaning, to factory work, even taxi 
driving, since I was 12 years old. I used to ride my BMX 15kms at two in the morning just to get to one cleaning job. 
I got paid 20 dollars for about 8 hours work. But I was happy to have it. But I just can't let a guy like that get away 
with taking advantage of vulnerable people. Exploiting their misfortune and honesty. I mean, I can't do anything to 
stop him, but the least I can do is not let him get away with that with me. And if everyone did that, well.’ 

‘Look, Mr Sander, I agree completely’. Sander really felt she did. Completely. It was such a novel experience 
for Sander. Such a delightful experience, that he almost forgot what the topic of agreement actually was. He had to 
stop and think what they had been talking about. Then she continued, breaking the spell he was lost in. "But this 
conversation never happened, O.K?' she added, clearly worried about the consequences of speaking with such candor 
with a client. She was well aware that she was supposed to be merely a cog in the machine. An unthinking automaton 
carrying out the political policies of her bosses. Uncaring. Inhuman. A mere instrument to the will of the machine. 
All it demanded of her was compliance. She was a slave driver. She never deluded herself otherwise. The limit of her 
power was to show some empathy with her clients, and try to find them the nicest slave masters she could. 

‘Actually, Ms. Watts, I'm quite prepared to attend the job interview today. In fact I'm quite willing to give 
the job a go. I mean. Yes. Of course. The pay and conditions are terrible. But you see, what alternative do I have? 
And it would be a change at least. Some sort of purpose to my existence and all that. And you've been such a treat to 
me. I don't want to get you into any sort of trouble on my account’. 

At this Ms. Watts brightened, dimmed, looked happy, then suddenly morose, as if her emotions didn't quite 
know how to respond. Yes it would make things easier for herself. But she hated to be the means to his exploitation. 
Sander saw this immediately, and added ‘Oh, and look, I know you don't enjoy this sort of thing. We both deserve a 
better world. Your goodwill towards me has been really encouraging and sustaining. Like an oasis in a desert of cold, 
hard, merciless creatures. Look maybe it won't be so bad at all. And it can't hurt. Worse they can do is fire me, and 
I'll be no worse for wear. Cheer up. You're a real diamond in the coal mine, Ms. Watts. A true national treasure. So 
let me see that smile of yours. Don't let me leave here seeing you this down on my account. I couldn't bear it’. 

‘Oh Mr Sander, you are a gem. O.K. If that is how you see it, then let’s make the best of the situation, shall 
we. Now let me see. O.K. Here are your appointment details.’ She then darkened guiltily. ‘Oh, and I don't know how 
to put this, but my supervisors thought it best to ‘edit’ your resume a little. Well a lot, if we are not going to talk BS. 
So as not to put them off, you see, by your, well to be honest, pretty impressive academic attainments, experience, 
and all that’ 

‘No need to explain, Ms. Watts. You see I had the same idea myself. No harm done. Like you, I mean, your 
bosses, say. We don't want to scare them off. No it’s quite alright. And thank you for saving me the bother of having 
to do it myself. I'm sure you did a wonderful job if it’. 
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‘Oh thank you, Mr Sander. I can't tell you what a weight that takes off my mind’. And in fact Mr Sander 
could see quite clearly that a real burden had been lifted from Ms. Watts’s shoulders. She suddenly lightened as she 
stood up, offering him her hand. "Well good luck then, Mr Sander. Don't hesitate to call me if you have any trouble 
with them.’ And then she gave him one of her genuinely warm and generous smiles, adding ‘And just to tell me how 
you are getting on.’ 

‘Sure Ms. Watt. Thanks, really, you're swell, a pity there aren't more like you around here’. He saw her blush 
and that she was about to counter his comment, and to loyally defend her co-workers, who were doing the best they 
could under the conditions. And so he added, 'of course it is not my place to comment, I'm sure they are all doing 
their best too. I don't envy them, or you, having to work here. I didn't mean to criticise’. 

At this Ms. Watts posture fluidly moved from the defensive to open and welcoming. Clearly she wanted to 
be friendly. She did not enjoy confrontation. She was clearly grateful for Sander's clarification. Yes she certainly was 
loyal. A loyal, warm, caring woman. These qualities were at least as attractive to Sander as her physical charms. 
However Sander felt he had nothing to offer women, and so he never for a moment considered the possibility of her 
having any interest in him as a man. As a potential partner. Not consciously, at any rate. 

‘Well, between you and me, there's a lot of opposition to all these new rules. She looked towards the closed 
door as if fearful of it, then, in a conspiratorial tone, added, 'And apart from a few natural born bastards, and every 
shop gets its share, we'd be the first to change things, if we could’. At this she gave him a friendly, knowing smile, and 
nodded towards the corridor. Sander got the drift of it. The rest would be for the consumption of those ‘bastards’. 

She opened the door and, after giving Sander a charming, conspiratorial wink, added, in a tone even more 
harsh, cold, and mechanical sounding for its contrast to her typical warmth, 'And so, Mr Sander, there'll be no more 
of this choosy business.. You will take any job offered to you, and that's that. Otherwise’, and she smiled at him, and 
at her own act, ‘Otherwise Mr Sander, we will cut off your allowance. Is that clear, Mr Sander’, at this she gave him a 
wink.’ 

Sander got caught up in the charade and dug deep for an appropriate ‘mask’, trying to get into the ‘character’ 
appropriate for this little scene. He took a moment, feeling a little 'Brando-esque’, before responding. ‘One day 
you'll be unemployed and we'll see how you like it’, and giving her a wink as he walked out he added, in a huff of 
indignation ‘It's just not right. It's just not right’. 

As he left one of the 'bastards' came into Ms. Watts office, keen to find some ‘problem’ that he could ‘deal 
with’. 'Is there any problem here’, he asked, hopefully. He was just up for a good ‘conflict’ just then. Some lazy dole 
bludger he could bully around. He was really in the mood to ‘cancel’ someone's benefits today. He'd forgotten his 
phone, and had gone back home to get it, but it seems that the fifteen minutes he'd been away had been long enough 
for one of his best friends to get into his flat, his bed, and his girlfriend. 

He got over his disappointment at finding that Ms. Watts had dealt with the situation already by followings 
Sander's progress out the door and down the hall with a malicious, contempt-filled sneer. Definitely one of 'Hartz's 
boys by nature’. 
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A few weeks later, we catch up with Sander on the job 


‘Shoplifters of the world, unit and take over, Shoplifters of the world, hand it over, hand it over, hand it over '. Bob, 
the other store security guard on duty, is listening to Morrissey on a pair of headphones in the music section, 
singing along, and eating a chocolate bar he had earlier ‘liberated’ from its 'damaged' packaging. ‘Shop lifters of the 
world, unite and take over...hand it over, hand it over, hand it..' He suddenly stops his singing as he sees Sander, who 
has a warning look on his face. He quickly stuffs the chocolate wrapper in his pocket and kneels down, pretending he 
was just picking up the headphones from the floor, as their boss rounds the corner. 

‘Damn kids, no respect. Just throw this stuff on the floor’, Bob utters for the benefit of their boss, who gives 
him a look of the deepest empathy, then, mumbling something to himself about ‘damn kids these days’, he continues 
on his way. 

‘Whew, thanks mate. That was a close call. You're the new guy aren't you? Names Bob. My name I mean. 
Bob. You must be... ' he paused, gave Sander a good look up and down, his hand cupping his chin... ‘Sander’. He said 
it like someone stating something they were pretty sure of, but still wanted to cover themselves with the inflection, 
just in case. 

‘Yep, that's me. Just looking out for a colleague’. 

‘Yeh. Colleagues. Good stuff Sander. Us workers got to stick together, right? I mean, he's a fair enough boss, 
I'll admit, compared to some of the scum I've met. But still, bare minimum wage. But it's not like he's doing me a 
favor or anything, I turn up regular, I don't take sickies, well, unless I've got something big on, and these bars cost “em 
almost nothing, they'll right “em off as stolen, or, like I say damaged. Bob made air quotes around the words 
damaged and stolen. 

‘Blame it on the kids, right. I mean, that’s why we're here, ain't it? To protect the stuff from the kids. You 
see, don't you, if it weren't for the kids stealin' an’ stuff, well, I mean, we'd both be out of a job, right? Am I right or 
am I right?. Yeh, so, by, like, liberating...’ and Bob made air quotes again around the word, ...'the occasional snack 
now and then, well, I'm really ensuring your job security? You see? Doing us all a big favor! You see don't you? Sure 
you do. If nothing was stolen, we'd be out of a job...and...’ 

‘Yeh Yeh, I get it, so you're the chocolate Saint, saving millions of Security Guards from redundancy’, Sander 
put in, jokingly. 

‘Yeh, that's me’, Bob laughed, putting his hand on Sander's shoulder, 'a true savior to the chocolate bars. A 
regular chocolate Jesus. Yes, we all have our cross to bear, isn't that right? Here, take one’. 

Sander didn't want to offend, and he didn't want to put anyone off by seeming ‘better’ than them. So he took 
the bar, and put it in his pocket. 'For later’, he added, patting it. He intended putting it back on the shelf as soon as 
Bob wasn't looking. One thing Sander knew, from not doing it, was that you had to ‘go along to get along’ with 
people. They hated their ‘betters’, or anyone even aspiring to be ‘better’. No-one around here would trust him if he 
didn't become ‘one of the boys’. They'd have no leverage on him. They would never be able to feel sure about his 
confidence. So better to look like he was in on the racket too. Just one of the boys. 
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A demonstration of Eros 


Bob had just come on shift when something caught his eyes, and his ears. Well actually, someone. In fact it was a 
really cute young woman he had never seen before. She was apparently demonstrating some new kitchen utensil. She 
had lots of vegetables and fruit on the table in front of her. 

And Bob had obviously caught her attention too. For she seemed to be directing her present 
‘demonstrations’ towards him. 

Lifting the zucchini she held in her hand, she gave him a lascivious smile as she moved her hand suggestively 
up and down its long green shaft. Back and forwards. She commented on how ‘tasty’ the vegetable looked. ‘It just 
makes me yearn for it, you know’ she cooed, in a very soft, sexy, feminine voice. 

‘Sometimes you just have this craving. And you don't have the patience to wait.’ she added, in a playful, 
innocent voice. A voice that, due to this deliberately intoned innocence, sounded more provocative than any ‘dirty’ 
talk ever could. 

Bob returned her inviting gaze, nodding his approval and agreement. They were definitely flirting. No 
doubts about it. He was feeling his oats rising. He was really empathising with the zucchini, as her long fingers 
caressed it. She looked at it longingly. Bob was by now one with that zucchini. He had become the zucchini. The 
fingers that gently caressed it now caressed him. Soon he was just as ‘hard’ as that vegetable! 

Just then the manager came over and gave the girl a dirty look. Smiling, she turned her attention back to the 
small group gathered around her demonstration table, and, grabbing the fantastic new kitchen utensil, shredded the 
zucchini. 

Bob cringed violently as he heard a loud horrified shriek spontaneously escape his own mouth. Shoppers 
turned to stare at him. The manager gave him a worried look. Suddenly aware of all this attention, Bob flushed, and, 
thinking quickly, pointed to some broken product a client had left on the shelf. "Terrible. Terrible. He uttered. 
Drawing the manager's gaze off him, and onto the shelf. 

The girl laughed to herself, realising what had happened. Bob gave her a hopeful look and decided it was best 
to get out of there quick. However not before making a mental note of her name. He was going to find out who this 
charming, cute, and very sexy girl was. He had a mind to ask her out, if she was available. She was just his type. 

The girl, Clarissa, was thinking along more or less the same lines. 
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Required reading 


Terry, another of Sander's new work colleagues, was just ambling along, appearing to be scanning the aisles for 
potential thieves, when really he saw nothing at all before him. He wouldn't have noticed if anything had actually 
happened. Even right before his eyes. But he was lucky. He had that look about him. He generally looked as if he was 
scrutinizing everyone. That look was just sort of etched permanently into his face. 

It was no unusually for people to return his look, as if pleading their innocence, or worse, expressing their 
anger that he would dare consider them potential thieves. Many actually began feeling guilty for no reason 
whatsoever, when they ‘caught’ that look of his. But really he wasn't ‘throwing’ any sort of look at anyone at all. 

His mind was mostly a blank. Just a void. A clean sheet. An empty balance sheet. He deliberately cultivated 
it. He practiced it. So long now that it had become habitual. It was that sort of ‘empty’ that any Zen practitioner, or 
Jacqui Indian ‘warrior’ worth his mantra would have envied him. Sander had learned the hard way that any sort of 
emotion was just one more ‘nail’ that nailed a person to that ‘foreign installation’ we identify as ‘the self. 

But at that moment a thought entered the empty, cavernous chamber of Terry's spotless mind and echoed 
around the bare walls. ‘Envy is considered a chief sin in all religions. For the rich priests and kings hardly want 
people 'coveting’ their stuff!’ Terry smiled at this reflection. 

Yes, so, where were we. Oh yes. Terry's mind and life were in perfect sync. It was pure synergy. Terry could 
wander around aimlessly for hours on end, while to any passing observer, including his supervisor, he would appear 
to be intently seeking out potential threats to the lucrative profits of his bosses and their shareholders. Terry had 
won ‘worker of the month’ more times running than any other security guard, ever. But if he ever caught anyone 
shoplifting, well it was just pure chance. 

In fact he had such a reputation that none of the locals, none of the regular thieves, would dare even try their 
luck when Terry was doing his shift. And so it was only the odd ‘casual’ thief who Terry might accidentally ‘trip over' 
while wandering around in his daze, his spotless, empty, pure, self-less mind a splendid mirror for eternity. If it 
could be said of anyone, then it could be said of Terry, that he had ‘turned off the internal dialogue’ and ‘stopped the 
world’. He was ‘impeccable’. His emptiness would be the envy of any Zen practitioner. That idea had somehow 
pierced his consciousness, found no-one there to play with, and simply dissolved, like the illusion of the self itself. 
But it lighted up just long enough to provide Terry with a chuckle at the irony of the thought. 

Terry attended to nothing but the bliss of eternity. Well, normally anyway. It was rare that something other 
than the eternal NOW actually caught Terry's attention. And then to hold it, well that was an achievement for any 
phenomenal form of ‘Maya’, this world of illusion. 

This was one of those moments that pulled Terry back from the dizzying, abstract heights of Nirvana, from 
Asgard, and back down to Midgard, to Maya, to earth. 

It was a group of school girls. Aged maybe 15 or 16. Short skirts. Those leggings that went half way up their 
thighs. So short that when they bent over, you could often see their white cotton-pantied crotches. Well anyway, 
these were the thoughts that suddenly appeared in Terry's mind out of no-where. He couldn't account for these 
thoughts until suddenly one of the girl's voices registered upon the blank of his mind. At once he heard her. She 
appeared to be reading from one of the books from the book aisle. She was reading to her rapt audience of four 
friends. 

Terry's mind had zoned in on her very sexy, friendly, happy voice, halfway through a sentence. “... she felt his 
cock pulse and throb, her lips tight around the shiny purple-blue head of his cock. First she tasted the saltiness as a 
glistening drop of pre-cum spurted out of the throbbing shaft onto her tongue. She then felt the whole erection 


21 


become still and tight, barely moving, before feeling the rush of hot salty cum pumping down the back of her throat, 
her tongue swirling around the base of his shaft... “ 

Her monologue was briefly broken as the girls all laughed amongst themselves, and then she continued from 
another page. She was apparently scanning for the ‘sexy’ bits. She continued in that voice that had captured Terry's 
attention. 

“There was always one girl in school that everyone desperately wanted to do. HE did her. He didn’t make 
love to her. He didn’t buy her presents or dinner or take her out. He didn’t date her or listen to her boring stories. 
He fucked her.” At this the girl’s voice took on a slightly hoarse quality. 

She paused, looking at her friends, and looking around to make sure no-one else was listening, and then 
continued. “He used her cunt and arse and mouth to pleasure his cock, to make himself cum hard and fast. In her 
bedroom with her family asleep or watching TV. In her car in public places. Even at school, or in her sister’s bed. 
And she loved it”. She looked around before continuing, slightly overtaken by the text. “And yes, he fucked her 
younger and older sisters, just to see if it felt the same, to see if their pussies felt the same, to see if they made the same 
noises when they came, and writhed the same. And because it was so inappropriate. And THEY loved it. He was 
THAT guy. The one every guy admired. The guy every other guy wished they were”. 

She continued reading, now and then her voice breaking into a hoarseness that she had to relieve by 
swallowing. “But why HIM. HIM?” She continued, engrossed, her friends enthralled by her voice. “She wanted him 
to come down the back of her throat, deep in her pussy and arse. She loved it when he used her roughly, mercilessly, 
pulling her long black hair, pulling her slender perfectly shaped hips back onto his long hard cock. Begging him with 
her gorgeous innocent eyes, her soft white skin, her full red lips, to cum quickly inside her mouth. She loved the taste 
of his cum, the feeling of his cock pumping and twitching in her mouth. The feeling of power it filled her with, as he 
filled her mouth with salty sex” 

She went on “But why HIM? She came 10 times harder than usual. From feeling him lose control. Fucking 
her tight sweet innocent arsehole. Whining as he emptied his load. Emptying his balls deep inside her. She came so 
hard. Feeling his pleasure. But why HIM? There’s always a reason, so why HIM? Was it that her father hated him?” 

She began turning the page, looking first at her friends, feasting on their rapt attentions, pleading her to 
continue. The feeling of being the center of their attention was delicious. She looked back down to the page. “She 
thought about her boyfriend, who she hadn’t let so much as touch her. From him she demanded love. Devotion. 
Proof of his enslavement to her. He had done anything and everything to try to please her (she supposed to get into 
her panties). Well she loathed him. She considered him a pathetic loser. He promised her everything. She despised 
him for being such a driveling slave. If only HE knew.” 

She almost dropped the book, but recovered it, found her spot again, and read on. ‘But this guy. This man. 
This man’s man and sex-god to women. He had that look, a look of contempt for women, indifference. They loved 
it. It got them so hot. Maybe reminiscent of their own father’s distance and indifference to them?’ 

She paused a moment, involuntarily considering what that meant? But she felt self-conscious, and could feel 
the heat of the other girls breathing driving her to read on. 'He himself had no idea either, why he was so lucky with 
women. He treated them as sex-objects for his own gratification. They were his ‘fuck dolls’. He paid them absolutely 
no interest as soon as he had used their bodies to pleasure himself. As soon as he had satisfied his own sexual urges 
he just wanted them to go. To fade back into whatever life they had entered his from. Then they were absolutely 
nothing to him. It was not that he hated them. Worse, he was completely indifferent to their existence” 

The girl looked up with an arch look in her eyes. Her friends returned her lascivious grin. “He took what he 
wanted, and as soon as he had come, as many times as he had wanted, he left, without any excuses, promises, or 
tenderness. They loved something they perceived in him, but which he himself could not understand. His mates 
envied him. He enjoyed their hero worship. But if anyone asked him what his secret was, well he would just give 
them a knowing look. They took that for an answer. But it fact it was pure dramaturgy. He himself had no idea. 
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And anyway. The fact was he did not care why. He was not really interested in understanding women at all. 
And THAT was it. That was what attracted them to him. That was what made them cum so hard. This cold 
indifference. This FUCKING of them.” 

She read on, her voice becoming less excited as the material petered out a bit. “He could not understand how 
all the other guys went without sex, or groveled and begged and whinged. Anyway, just a lucky guy I guess. He died 
in his sleep after a good life. Living the life every man dreamed of. Right up to the end he was getting blown and 
doing the hottest young girls you could imagine... “ 

Just then one of the girls noticed Terry. He had in fact ‘zoned out' a little while earlier, but his head was still 
pointed in their direction. He inspired a feeling of dread guilt and inevitable ‘consequences’ in the girls. The girl who 
had been reading suddenly put the book down and pretended to be interested in something else, without being at all 
convincing, and then clumsily moved with her friends down the aisle. Terry didn't notice any of this. He just 
remained where he was. Then he continued on his ‘rounds’. Virtually oblivious to anyone and anything. 

Only something stuck in his mind. That girl's voice. And that girl's legs. And that girl's lips. And that girl's 
pretty face. Her lovely hair. Those thigh high leggings. That gap of smooth, young white skin and then the short 
skirt, barely covering a paradise of ‘budding’ sexuality. And it was that image that sat there in his mind, against the 
backdrop of sheer blank whiteness. Like a vivid color photograph pinned to a large, empty, white wall. It stayed 
pinned to that white empty wall of Terry's mind the entire day. And then during the night when he closed his eyes 
he could still hear that voice. And see those thighs. 

His hand slipped down to his cock. It was hard and desperate for relief. He stroked it gently, sliding a sock 
over it. Imagining that girl. Imagining pulling up that skirt. Imagining her white panties, the soft mound of her 
young twat. The well-defined creased down her crack. Imagining pulling her soft white cotton panties down as her 
sexy feminine voice inquired ‘are you going to fuck my pussy with that big hard cock? Can I suck on it? Please? And 
suddenly he felt his ‘burden’ relieved as he came into the sock, imagining her warm wet mouth and tongue taking the 
heavy bell end of his cock to heaven. 
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Terry catches ‘that’ girl shoplifting 


It was a fact that few people would envy Terry his life. This made him sympathetic to most people. In no way 
threatening. So it was also a fact that he never suffered from other's envy. Few people would consider him a success. 
Few people would want to change places with him. But Terry had a secret that, if known, would have made him the 
envy of almost every man, and man women. This was the secret. Occasionally his job offered him a genuine ‘job 
satisfaction’ incomparable to most ‘careers’. Today would prove to be a case in point. 

It was a Sunday afternoon. As usual for a Sunday afternoon, it was very quiet. There were a few old people 
doing their shopping. A few couples picking up a few things for their Sunday suppers. And then there was that girl 
again. This time alone. And completely out of character for Terry, he was actually observing her. More or less doing 
his job. With great interest. In fact with something bordering on fascination. 

The reason she didn't notice his almost obsessive stare was that he never looked at her directly. He took 
advantage of all the reflective surfaces of the supermarket. Mirrored aisle ends. Mirrors in the cosmetic sections. 
Sometimes in the curved mirrors at the end of each aisle. And because his mind was completely empty of any other 
thought or impression, he noticed everything she did. Every nuance of her movements. Every gesture. Every flicker 
of emotion that crossed her face, even briefly. 

And so it was impossible that he should fail to notice her coming out of the changing cabinet with two fewer 
pairs of panties than when she had gone in. 

Now Terry was responsible. The fact that he rarely caught anyone was due to the fact we have already 
mentioned that few people dared take the risk while he was on duty. On the few occasions he ‘stumbled’ upon 
someone stealing, he did his duty. He was not lax. He was just not very pro-active. 

And so Terry waited approached the girl. The aisle was empty but for the two of them. As she saw him 
coming she turned and walked back the way she had come. She didn't think it likely that he would be able to tell she 
was wearing two pairs of panties, but nevertheless she was worried about walking past him and making eye contact. 
Something inexplicable about his manner made people feel that he could see into their souls. And read their minds. 
That gaze of his. 

He caught up to her just as she was about to pass the changing cabinet again. He passed her and stopped in 
front of her. She felt that somehow he did know. She first deflated, and then a sudden inspiration caught her. She 
casually walked into the changing room, giving Terry as unambiguous an invitation as ever a beautiful young girl had 
ever given an aspiring lover. 

She was sure there was no-one else around. And so she began. 'O.K. You caught me’, she sputtered. 'T'll give 
them back and you won't have to report me, will you?’ At this she lifted up her skirt, and began taking off the stolen 
pair of panties. She did it slowly and sensually. Then she turned around and bent over as she took off her own 
panties. "The first ones are my own. See? Nothing underneath.’ She confidently paraded her perfectly smoothly 
waxed pudenda before his eyes. Suddenly his cock went rigid in his pants. It stung with desire. His breath became 
shallow. He almost came in his pants, then and there. His pants front ballooned out and up. This was to Terry's 
distinct advantage, in such a situation. For no girl with eyes could have helped but notice what he had to offer in that 
department. 

Terry looked quickly up and down the aisle to see if anyone else was around. There was no-one. He stepped 
a little closer, drawn by his throbbing sexual heat towards the source of his desperate desire. 

Her voice now hoarse with desire, she purred 'you keep my pair’ she crooned, putting her panties up to his 
face and drawing his attention to the damp creamy patch in the crotch. O.K? Then no harm done, right?” She 
could see his erection straining at his pants. She then bent over slightly, giving Terry a full view of her smooth clean 
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slit from behind. She was completely aroused. Her hole was flared and hot pink. A cold line of wetness was already 
sliding down the inside of her thigh. 

Terry had no idea what happened next. Well he knew, generally speaking, what happened. It was only the 
details that were all blurry. For suddenly he found his cock released from the prison of his trousers. It ached with a 
desire that was soon satisfied as he plunged it deep into the girl’s wet, pink, flared hole. And then we was fucking her 
mindlessly and she was moaning. He heard himself whine as he came deep inside her, and then felt her cumming, her 
voice moaning ‘fuck I'm cumming. Oh fuck Oh fuck, your cock!” and then they were both laying on the soft carpet 
in a heap. 

Terry was completely out of himself with pleasure. It was like 20 years of stress and tension had been taken 
off him in those few moments of ecstasy. He didn't want to move. He felt completely at ease, his cock now having 
fallen out of her twat, laying against her beautiful smooth young thigh. 

She was the first to ‘collect’ herself, get up, and leave on shaky legs. She was nice enough to pull the door of 
the cabinet shut behind her as she quickly left the supermarket. 'Boy would she have a story to tell her friends 
tonight’ she thought to herself, a very self-satisfied grin pasted all over her beautiful features. She had left so quickly 
she had even forgotten her panties. She felt the slime of Terry's semen slipping down the inside of her leg. She went 
into the toilets quickly to clean herself up. And then she walked home, very self-conscious of the fact that she was 
not wearing panties, and very aroused by the thought! 
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Later that week 


Terry was absently wandering the supermarket lanes in his Zen trance when something grabbed at his consciousness 
and pulled him out of his ‘emptiness’, and back into the world at large. It was an attractive, feminine, playful, 
innocent, naive, voice that he at some level intimately recognised. 

‘Where are the panties? Can you show me which aisle they are in? Please?’. At this Terry's cock throbbed, 
and twitched with a desperate ache. He couldn't even begin to find any words anywhere in his mind. So he simply 
led the owner of that voice to the clothing section. 

However his mind was instantly alert to the opportunity. Unconsciously it had sequestered his eyes and 
mind to begin unobtrusively scanning the area. Calculating the odds of his as yet still forming, and so unconscious, 
plans being observed and discovered. Basically to see if any people were around. 

‘I'm not sure which ones would suit me. Can you maybe tell me? Maybe I can try some on and you can tell 
me which ones I should buy?’ 

Terry made no response. But he didn't go either. He didn't do anything to indicate he was taking her lead. 
And he was doing nothing at all to indicate that he had anything against the idea either. This was enough to spur 
Jenny on. In fact it made her wetter than any attempt at seduction, or too keen acceptance of her offer, could ever 
have done. 

The thing is, since that hot fuck, Jenny, that was her name, hadn't been able to stop thinking about it. Each 
time she even began thinking about Terry and that day, she felt a desperate ache in her pussy. She had masturbated 
at least five times a day over the last few days. But it wasn't enough. She wanted that heat again. She wanted to feel 
Terry’s hot cock against her wet hole. Terry's hard, long cock penetrating her. Terry's large hot cock pumping in and 
out of her. She needed to cum hard again, feeling Terry losing all control as he came inside her, twitching and 
pulsing in time with her own ecstasies. 

She could hardly bear the intensity of her craving. She went into the nearest cabin, but didn't close the door. 
She pulled her panties down, and began masturbating. She came in seconds. Terry stared at her quickly wanking 
hands and pretty pussy with fascination. He face became unbearably beautiful as she came. And so Terry was in 
raptures, as she felt her blood turn to warm honey, her muscles cramp, her breath cease, and the bliss of a Saint 
descending upon her, turning her 'too too solid flesh’ 'to a dew’. She became a being of light. For both of them. 

Terry didn't hesitate any longer. There was not a thought in his mind. So this excluded any consideration of 
any consequences. He quickly got into the changing cabin with Jenny and pulled the door closed. 

Jenny smiled and got down on her knees. She pulled down his fly and eased out his throbbing hard-on. Terry 
almost passed out with delight as he felt her warm, wet mouth engulf the head of his rock-hard, pleasure-filled cock. 
He felt her soft hands wanking him furiously as her velvet tongue licked around the bell-end of his cock. His legs 
almost buckled from the intensity of the pleasure as he felt himself cumming. He looked down to see her pretty face 
begging him to cum. The beauty of this sent him over the edge, as load after load of hot, sticky cum pumped from his 
cock over her pretty face and open mouth. She kept wanking and licking as his hot cum spurted out onto her face 
and tongue. 

She got up, pulled up her panties, opened the changing cabin door just enough to see out, and, seeing that 
the coast was clear, she quickly opened the door fully and walked out as casually as she could, being careful to close 
the door behind her. She then walked out into the aisle, and out of the store. 

In the cabin Terry managed to pull himself together quickly enough. Within a minute he was back out ‘on 
patrol’. Only he was even more ‘distant’ than usual. He was in a state of utter bliss. His mind was a pure, clear, blank. 
He had no thoughts. He barely felt the ground beneath his feet. He had reached the heights the philosophers and 
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prophets had spoken of, but rarely come within touching distance of. Hieros Gamos. Union. Communion with the 
eternal. With the infinite. With the nuomenal. The uncarved block. The no-thing from which all things emerge. 
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Yummy Mummy does a ‘Wynona’ 


Davis and Olafson often shared shifts. They had become more or less inseparable in their supervisors thinking. It 
was a rare day indeed that the one of them would be rostered on duty without the other. Their ‘special’ day had been 
no exception. A day that would go down in their ‘history’ as 'that' day. They would never be able to look at a 
chocolate bar the same ever again. It would become their personal ‘joke’. You would often hear them offer some girl 
some ‘chocolate’, and give each other that hardly contained, self-amused ‘look’. 

It was a Friday afternoon. Davis had been ‘tracking’ a very attractive 30 year old woman. He'd seen her with 
her beautiful daughters shopping a few times before. She was really cute. But today she was in by herself. And to 
Davis's dismay she appeared to be stealing chocolate bars. He didn't want it to be true, so he kept up a long 
surveillance until he couldn't avoid apprehending her. 

She had just stuffed another chocolate bar down her top when Davis caught Olafson's eye, indicating that he 
might want to be ‘handy’ in the next few moments. They had this sort of ‘wordless’ way of communicating with 
gestures and body language. They could tell what the other was thinking, and communicate game-plans, at a glance. 
They were that tuned into each other. And so Olafson kept close by as Davis spoke to the woman, and asked her to 
come with him to the ‘office’. 

Olafson thought to himself ‘what a shame’. He was not at all keen on doing his job at moments like this. But 
that was what he was paid for. And he needed this job. So he did it. As professionally as he could. 

Davis asked the woman to sit down before going outside to consult with Olafson. They were gone a few 
minutes before they began hearing strange moans and groans from inside the office. 

They gave each other looks of puzzlement and then slowly eased the door of the office open, to furtively 
glance inside. And then, as if of one mind, they quickly stepped into the office, locking the door from the inside. 

There was this super-cute 'yummy mummy’ sitting with her legs spread, writhing, one hand between her 
legs, and the other stuffing a chocolate bar into her mouth. Around her on the floor were empty chocolate bar 
wrappers. Her mouth was smeared with chocolate. She appeared completely oblivious of Davis and Olafson as she 
continued to masturbate, her panties pulled aside revealing a lovely, long slit, now ‘blooming’ and open. Her legs 
were writhing as she ate the chocolate and frantically fingered herself. She was cumming again and again. 

Davis and Olafson stood there spell-bound. It was over a minute before anyone seemed to ‘return’ to reality. 
The woman finished the chocolate bar, slowing the quick ‘wanking’ of her hand to a slow, languid, easy massage, 
before suddenly ‘seeing’ the two men before her, and coming, this time to herself. 

She moved her panties back in place, sitting up, and wiping her mouth with the back of her hands. 

“Well”, Olafson said to Davis 'I guess that has sort of sorted out the chocolate theft. I mean. She's eaten the 
evidence, right?’ 

‘Right. I mean. Certainly. No evidence’ Davis responded, still in a very pleasant state of shock. 

‘Look, sorry boys’ the lovely woman breathily crooned. ‘It's just, well, you know, it’s the 'Wynona' thing. I 
just get so hot from the fear and risk of getting caught. I don't eat any chocolate for a month and then I get these 
cravings. And I can't explain it, but I just cum like blazes. It’s the combination of the cravings and the excitement. 
You know?’ 

Olafson and Davies looked at each other and confirmed that, yes, of course, they understood. The woman 
just got up at that moment and walked towards the office door, which Davis obligingly unlocked, without 
hesitation, like a doorman. 

As she left Olafson and Davies were both desperate to relieve themselves of the sexual tension this scene had 
loaded them with. They both left the office and went right. Then realising that they both intended to go to the same 
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toilet block, for the same reason, they both turned to go the other way. They gave each other a quick look, without 
making direct eye contact. Davis pointed right. Olafson nodded and went left. And so within twenty seconds they 
were both in different toilet blocks wanking to their recollections of that 'yummy mummy’, her big sweet pussy as 
she fingered herself, and her moans of delight, her twitching legs. And mostly that beatific expression on her 
beautiful face, as she came, again and again. 
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Bob’s ideas for a Hollywood ‘spoof’ film 


"Hey Sander, how's things?’ Bob asked Sander with a warm, encouraging smile. 

‘Ah, you know, not so bad. What about you. I hear you've been working on new ideas for your stand-up 
routines? Sander replied, with reciprocal acceptance and approval. 

‘You hear? From who? Nah, just kidding. Yeh. Do you mind if I try them out on you? Like they're not 
finished or anything. But I'd like to try them out, see which ones work, work need work, and which aren't worth the 
time. You know. Like, If I'm actually funny or not’ Bob added, trying to sound indifferent. Sander saw through the 
charade, and could tell that Bob was hoping he was funny, but also had his own doubts, and was looking for 
confirmation if possible. And if not, someone who would forget that he had ever attempted and failed. 

‘Sure thing. Look, I've got a break in a minute. Someone's supposed to be relieving me at 11. Look. Here they 
are now. Let’s go back to the staff room and we can talk’, Sander offered, mirroring the attempted indifference Bob 
had failed to fake, and encouraging Bob with confidence that if the jokes indeed fell flat, which fear Bob had hoped 
he had masked, no-one was going to hear about it from Sander. 

Sander gave the relief guard a nod to indicate he was going, and then he and Bob walked back towards the 
rooms where the staff changed, ate their meals, informally negotiated and swapped work schedules, and exchanged 
the newest gossip. 

Bob sat down and went straight to it, for fear he would lose his courage. Sander pretended not to notice, 
wearing a persona of casualness. "Yeh, O.K, so you've like seen the movies of young men terrified of commitment, 
being chased down by women keen on marrying them? Right? And you've seen the films where they make fun of a 
load of successful, popular movies.’ Sander nodded encouragingly. 

'O.K. Well, the other night I started getting these ideas. I couldn't sleep. I had to get up and write ‘em down. 
Ruined my night’s sleep ‘an all. But I was worried, you know how it is, that I wouldn't remember them in the 
morning. Happens all the time with me. I wake up recalling that I had these great ideas during the night, but I can't 
for the life of me remember what they were’. 

‘Yeh I can imagine. You've got me really interested now. So what were these ideas that you sacrificed a night’s 
sleep for?’ Sander replied, keeping his tone casual, but adding a hint of excited anticipation, for Bob's sake. 

"Well, see, it’s a combination of the two things I was talking about. I would take a load of popular movies, 
and sort of do 'spoofs' of them, only with the theme of ‘fear of marriage'.' 

‘A-ha. You'll have to give me more. Not quite sure I can see where your heading’ Sander replied, in a positive 
tone. 

'O.K. Best just to explain my ideas then. Here goes. Mind, they're just the rough ideas. But I think they'd 
work. O.K. So. ‘Marrying young’ can spoof 'Dying young’ with a female character all depressed about an upcoming 
wedding, and trying to get most out of life before fate overtakes her. She experiences it as a tragedy, as 'the end of her 
life’. Then there's ‘Apocalypse now’, with the Kurtz character moaning "THE HORROR, THE HORROR’ maybe 
in some beach cabin of some club med resort. First we are in darkened hut. Only then do we see it is on a sort of ‘club 
med' Resort Island. Our character is bemoaning their oncoming wedding, talking about the stress and costs of 
planning it, and all that.’ 

Bob had stopped making eye contact with Sander. He was looking up to his left, clearly imagining the scenes 
he was ‘painting’ for Sander. 

‘Then I could do that ‘Lethal weapon’ scene with Mel Gibson trying to ‘talk down’ a ‘jumper’. Once Mel's 
character hears that the guy on the ledge is ‘doomed’ to marry that day, he calls down 'Deflate the bag’. The guys 
below are confused. 'What?' 'Deflate the bag. It will only break his fall’. "Huh, are you crazy?’. 'He is getting married 
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this afternoon!’ he calls back. And then they all suddenly get it, and begin hastily deflating the bag and moving it. 
Then Gibson starts talking him into doing it. Go on mate, it’s now or never. A lifetime of marriage, or one quick 
jump, splat, and it’s all over. Look, I can't bear to see a man suffer’, and with this he pushes him off the ledge’. 

With this Bob again made eye contact. Sander offered him an encouraging smirk and chuckle. Bob fed on 
the positive response and seemed to inflate a little, encouraged, before continuing. 

"Then there's the obvious one. "The Ring’ must have potential. Maybe the story is that if you watch someone 
else's wedding films you are doomed to get married yourself. And so people are terrified of ‘accidentally’ entering a 
room when someone else is watching one, or getting ‘tricked’ into watching one, and maybe some virus is spreading 
so that televisions automatically turn on by themselves and begin showing wedding films, you know like whenever 
somewhere in the world on some television channel they are showing a film with a wedding scene, like that, or they 
interrupt scheduled planning to show them. The point being maybe that the women in the room with the man will 
get all sentimental and he'll feel obliged to propose. Oh the horror. The horror of it. The terror! 

Sander spontaneously laughed out loud, to Bob's joy. Bob's face lit up. Sander bathed in that warm glow. He 
was happy for Bob. Sander had no idea how Bob might be able to develop his ideas, but he could legitimately see the 
potential, and was glad that he would not have to fake enthusiasm, or worse, let Bob down gently. For dreams were 
one of the few things that made life worth living. A man without dreams was a ship without a Captain. Bob's face 
showed his elation, as he continued on, this time with more relaxed and confident. 

‘Ah yes, and of course there's "The sound of music’. Use the ‘crypt’ scene where the young guy has discovered 
the Von Trapps, and the father is trying to talk him out of betraying them. Have the kids ask Papa "Where is Maria’. 
He has to think quick 'Ah, it would have looked too suspicious if we had all left together’. 'Huh?’. Erm, there are 
only 6 seats in the Daimler. Or, 'I didn't want to have to tell you this, but, sorry kids, but she HATES you all. Yes. 
She told me she can't stand you. And they all start crying and mumbling ‘bitch’ and all like that, to the astonishment 
of daddy Von Trapp. Yeh, so like the point being that Papa Von Trapp is trying to get out of marrying Maria. Or it 
could be Maria escaping their marriage. We could have that aerial shot of her escaping across the border to 
Switzerland just to get out of it.’ 

That image made Sander's face break wide open with a mischievous smile. He was really enjoying himself 
now. His fear of his friends’ embarrassed failure were now a dim memory. Bob lost all his inhibitions now, enjoying 
his success, and Sander's laughter. He continued, without waiting for any response from Sander, as Sander clear 
enjoyment was all the feedback he needed. 

‘Oh, and what's that film with the freako sadist on the tricycle? The one where the people have to like dig 
keys out of their eyeballs and stuff? Well anyway, in my spoof version the people have to cut off their own hands to 
get their wedding ring off them! ' 

"Then there's the potential in to have a ‘Where's Waldo?’ collage with Waldo hiding from prospective brides. 

‘We could mock up some war-time propaganda posters, in some war film context, and have the recruitment 
posters or recruiting Sergeant's offering war as and escape from marriage! 

‘You could have that young guy in ‘Back to the future’ going back in time after having been married, to ‘save’ 
himself by preventing the marriage. O.K. A little lame I agree. But just an idea’. 

‘Oh, and I love the idea of doing one with ‘Platoon’, where instead of Vietnam, which it at first appears to be, 
it is a young man talking about how he got into his ‘marriage’, as if it is on the same level of ordeal as the narrator in 
‘Platoon’, Charlie Sheen.’ 

‘You could ‘dig up’ Catherine from "Wuthering Heights’. You'd have ‘Heathcliff lock ‘Cathy's’ vampire 
ghost out as it tries to get into his room singing “Heathcliff, it’s me Cathy. Let me into your window. I'm so cold. 
I've come back to get married’ like that Kate Bush song, you know?’ Sander nodded and chuckled to confirm he was 
‘following’. 

‘And then there's that film where one of the group of young people has a vision of the plane crash, and so 
they escape, but they die off one by one by weird accidents. Only in this version they escape marriage by avoiding 
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some party or dance where the young man has a vision of them all, independently, proposing to their girlfriends. But 
they all end up, one by one, getting tricked, by weird freaks of co-incidences, into getting married anyway. I have to 
say I love this one!’ 

‘So, anyway, what do you think? Do you like any of my ideas? Can you see any potential?’ Of course by now 
Bob was full of confidence. Sander had found his ideas genuinely funny. That was clear. He was now just asking as a 
formality. He was confident of Sander's positive reply. 

Sander was glad to be able to respond with authentic enthusiasm. 'Wow. What can I say Ted. Yeh. For sure. 
I can see it working. It'd take a lot of work finding a producer and all that, but hell yeh, I think you're onto 
something. I think it'd work commercially. And it’s clever Bob. Real clever. I like it. Definitely was worth ruining 
that night’s sleep over. And you say you've got a whole lot of ‘stand-up’ routines you've been working on too? Don't 
hold out on me Ted. I'm really keen to hear the rest of your ideas. I think you've got a real talent for this sort of stuff. 
A real rare talent. Whatever you do, don't waste it!’ 

‘Wow. Really? So you think the ideas have potential? Bob replied, genuinely excited, and even a little 
overwhelmed, as if he had not really counted on success, and was a little put out, now that others were pushing him 
on to fulfill his dreams. At some level failure seemed like less work. The thought of failure was almost comforting. It 
was familiar, and thus the psyche felt more confident with it. 

But now here was Sander, whose opinion he really valued, clearly giving him the green light to invest even 
more of his time and energy into his project. This barely conscious fear of success filtered through Bob's gestures just 
enough for Sander to note Bob's slight stumbling back at having his dream validated. For a moment he was a little 
confused, before reflecting on his own fear of success. Fear of success, was just as active, at least at the unconscious 
level, as fear of failure, in everyone's psyche. 

‘Sure Sander. Look, I'll bring in my notes next shift, and see what you think of my other stuff. Wow. Jeez. 
Thanks heaps for the encouragement. You know I've been too scared to tell anyone else. But you seem different. You 
seem, like, I dunno, it's like you have a lot of goodwill. It's like you don't ever enjoy putting someone down. There's 
no, like, malice in you Sander.’ 

Sander felt it was an apt description of him, at least most of the time. 
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Bob’s stand-up routines 


The next morning Sander came in an hour before his shift to do some shopping. He found Bob in his favorite aisle 
again, earphones on, singing along with his favorite tunes, when he saw Sander across the store floor. He took off the 
headphones, with Oasis ‘I'm free’ sounding out. He made a direct line for Sander, his hand going into his pocket, 
drawing out a few pages of typed paper. 

"Hey Sander. Look, I typed up some of my stand-up stuff for you. So's you could read it and let me know 
what you think? Remember?’ 

‘Yeh, sure Bob, I'd love to read it.’ 

‘Remember, it’s just a draft. I mean it probably needs lots of work yet before it's ready. But it would be great 
if you could give me some feedback. You know, like, is it funny? Is it too deep maybe? Too provocative? You see this 
stuff is about religion and politics. The two subjects you’re not supposed to talk about. And, so, like, I think it's 
better to write it first. And, like, you know, please don't take offense, if like you don't like something I wrote.’ 

‘Sure Bob. Look. Don't worry. I'm usually the one giving offense. I know what it's like. If I don't like it, I'll 
tell you. It's art. You don't judge an artist based on their work. They have to take big risks. And if we don't support 
them, then no-one will ever take any risks and we'll end up stagnating and rotting’. 

‘Yeh. That's it. Hey, where you get that sort of stuff from? But hey, look, I'm not one to pry. We've all got 
our secrets. Not all that looks like a meat puppet is a meat puppet. Right? We've all got to wear these masks and 
‘persona’s and stuff just to keep from getting other people's noses out of joint. Am I right? So for all I know you were 
professor of Philosophy at Cambridge and got kicked out for screwing the students. But that's none of my business.’ 

Handing Sander the papers, Bob added "This stuff is about as provocative and explosive as it gets. I wouldn't 
give it to anyone else. But I trust you Sander’. 

'I value that trust, Bob. Don't worry. I know what it is like to be betrayed. I would never betray anyone. 
Especially a fellow ‘provocateur’. He winked as he said this, making Bob smile. 

‘Oh, and the second bits are a lot more harmless, just stuff about relationships and sex. And there's some 
other general stuff. But anyway. Question is, is it funny? Is it even witty? I'd settle for that. Anyway. No hurry. This 
stuffs been on the cooker for ages now. I've learned to be patient.’ 

Bob handed over several sheets of typed paper with a sort of anxious, but hopeful, look on his face. Sander 
took them, and having lost interest in shopping, and extremely curious as to what Bob had written, he decided to 
head to the staff room. He was too excited to put off the reading until after his shift. So he entered the staffroom, 
found it empty and quiet, and settled down into one of the comfortable chairs. He, even more so than Bob, was also 
at least a little worried that he might not like what he read. 

Not that Sander was uncharitable. No. In fact he wanted nothing more than that Bob's work should be a 
success. Only how many writers were ever successful? How many people were genuinely funny? It was such a rare 
talent, to be able to write a compelling story, or an authentically funny joke. He feared Bob might have been overly 
ambitious. But by the same token, he wanted to encourage him. 

And so he wanted his first responses to Bob's ideas to be private. Just in case they were not as positive as he 
hoped they would be. Then his public responses, to Bob, could be considered in advance. If they had to be 
disappointing, he could find the best way to soften the blow. Having made himself comfortable, and checking his 
watch to see that he had over 30 minutes before his shift was to begin, Sander began reading, more than a little 
anxious for his friend. 
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God, Moses, Hitler, Germany, Spielberg, JFK 
‘What do you think about this Noble Savage stuff? You know all that nonsense about humans being noble savages 
corrupted by society? Well, let’s think about it. "Though shallt not kill’ seems to be a bit redundant, don't you think? 
And then there's "Thou shallt not steal'? I mean, why would you need to have all these ‘shall ots’ if you're dealing 
with a noble savage? You wouldn't need to tell a noble savage such things? I mean, they'd be second nature. Obvious. 
Self-explanatory. Instinctive. Right? 

Surely you'd only need rules AFTER you invented society, and not BEFORE? I mean, if, as they say “Society 
is to blame’ an’ all. But anyway, it was Moses who came down from the mountain with these rules, supposedly. But 
wasn't it him who, almost immediately afterward, KILLED thousands of his own people, just cos they were dancing 
around a golden calf. A-hem, and, not incidentally, made from the gold HE had told his people to Ahem, borrow’ 
from the Egyptians. You know, just before they made their hasty ‘Exodus? Is that Hebrew for ‘a quick get-away?’ 
Maybe ‘exodus’ qualifies as the earliest “weasel words’ we have on record? 

And this is the guy whose gonna give US the law? And while we are on the subject of Moses. What gets me 
is that his god supposedly ‘created’ the world in seven days. All powerful and so on. Put any super-hero to shame, 
you'd think. Right? And yet. Yes. And yet this 'god' does not possess that most super-heroic, super-human power of 
... (quietly, calmly) SPEECH! 

Yes, that's right. He can move mountains, destroy civilisations, create worlds and all life as we know it. 
Master of all he surveys and all that. But he never appears to have acquired even the simplest of communications 
skills. I mean, even my cat can make himself understood. Right. You see what I mean? Big miss-match of skills there. 
I mean. If I were to get to choose my god, I'd ask for one that could at least speak to me, just to avoid 
misunderstandings. 

I mean, just think of the cost of one little misunderstanding. "You mean don't eat that fruit? Because if we 
do, you will kick us out of here, and punish us and all future generations of humans for eternity, with all sorts of 
horrific suffering, cruelty, pain, misery, wars, famines, diseases? O.K. I think we get it now. Simply not worth 
satisfying our curiosity is it. Thank you for clarifying the situation. Right Eve? 

In the good old days when there was a lot of competition for your patronage, and a god would have to work 
hard to get and keep a decent number of followers, you got to pick and choose. Competition. Free markets. If you 
don't find what you are looking for in your current god, well you just go try out another god. I mean back in the day 
when you could expect good service from your god. I mean a god like the one we got stuck with, the one Moses 
demanded, at point of the sword, that we give a monopoly on the whole 'god' business, well, he just would not have 
stood a chance. Would he. Come on now. Seriously. 

Who would really CHOOSE the god of the Old Testament? I mean, let’s face it, the guy in the stories is a 
real BASTARD. A cruel, mean, nasty piece of work. I'd take a Zeus or Cronus any day over that YAHWEH fellow. 
Let’s see. First he ‘creates’ humans. Then he arbitrarily makes one fruit ‘off limits’. He made the humans, so he 
should be the one who knows what sort of curiosity they are capable of overcoming. Right? So he makes them 
curious, then sets them up for ‘a fall’. What sort of ‘father’ does that to their children? 

O.K, and then not only is he gonna punish THEM for disobeying him, but he is goes on to command them 
to reproduce, to have children, merely so that this god can cruelly torture, in the name of ‘punishment’, these 
children, and THEIR children, and their children, on and on for eternity. 

This god spends all his free time thinking up all the horrible nasty things he can do to us, the innocent 
offspring of Adam and Eve. A real torture-world. And this is the god that won the franchise? Won the 'god-wars'? 
Seriously. Who'd have thunk? Hey? 

Nope. I don't think if you gave people a choice, they would have chosen THAT guy to be their god. 
Certainly that devil fellow sounds like a much healthier, nicer, entertaining sort of guy. Definitely a lot more 
goodwill in that one. Not like this malicious bastard Yahweh. 
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And it’s really funny, you know, cos wasn't it Plato, the true founding-father of the Catholic Church, who 
recommended we replace all the old gods with ONE god who would be nothing but nice, and the source of all 
goodness. 

So what happened? Somewhere the communication lines must have gotten crossed. The Catholic Church 
certainly adopted all of Plato's advice, when it came to the creation of a ‘slave society’ based on deceiving the public 
with ‘noble lies’. 

But then to go ahead and chose YAHWEH as that one god? Now NOTHING the ancient Greek gods ever 
did can compare with this YAHWEH chap. I mean, sure, the old gods raped, stole, and murdered, now and then, 
but hey, that's nothing compared to this Yahweh. I mean read the Old Testament. He commands his ‘chosen people’ 
to commit genocide. The only survivors are to be the 11 year old girls who Yahweh commands should be enslaved as 
sex toys, to be passed around from man to man until they became bored with them. Seriously. Read up your old 
testament. The Holocaust the Jews commit in the Old Testament is nothing compared to anything that the ‘chosen 
people’ were ever the victims of. Only see, this holocaust was never considered worthy of a Steven Spielberg film, 
because this time the Jews were the perpetrators. 

O.K, now there was that famous ‘Pandora's box’, inflicted upon humanity by a vindictive ancient Greek god. 
Once opened, all the ills of the world were let out to plague humanity for eternity. So I guess that is the equivalent of 
Yahweh's apple. But then who would chose THAT Greek god, if given a choice? There were so many others. Like 
Dionysus. God of partying and orgies. Sure you paid for it with a hang-over and all that, but at least you had a good 
time. I mean there's a god of good-will for you. Even an Apollo might not be any fun, but at least there isn't this 
horrific malice that you get with the Old Testament's Yahweh. 

Of course the story of the forbidden fruit and Pandora's Box are the Priest's answer to that niggling question 
of "Why is there evil in the world? 

And it is really ironic that the priests would actually admit that THEIR god was to blame!! I don't get it. 
And still the people CHOSE their gods? I mean, if it were ME. Hey, I'd want a god that DOESN'T bring evil into 
the world, all the suffering, disease, pestilence, drought, flood, cyclones, tornadoes, illness, loneliness, depression, 
war, famine, and all that horror. 

But hey, that's just ME! I guess most people must be masochists at heart, as Freud said! Or is it the ‘fates 
worse than death’ that priests have imposed, since Moses, on anyone that dares exercise their freedom of choice? 

Or just maybe, in reality, we had no choice. I mean, Plato's plan was put into action. They eliminated all the 
other gods. Demonised them. And then what choice was left? Between that fucker of a god Yahweh, and self- 
responsibility? Since when did humans accept responsibility for their own actions? No, much easier to blame it on 
some god. Any god. Or some demons, some devil. 

I mean before ‘the firm' was grounded in Rome, the Romans had plenty of God's to choose from, before the 
Emperor started torturing people who wouldn't worship HIS god of choice. 

O.K. So, anyway. Let’s get back to Moses. So what does this guy do, after coming down from the mountain 
with his ‘commandments’ not to steal, not to murder? All that sort of ‘civilised’ stuff. Well, first thing he commands 
his people to do is to commit genocide upon any and every civilisation they come across in their wanderings around 
the desert. 

To kill every living thing except for the virgin girls, whom he commanded should be kept as sex slaves, and 
passed around from one man to the next. 

NICE guy that Moses! And to think he is respected, even today, as a hero? I mean, hey, compared to Moses, 
Hitler was a pussy-cat. And at that merely a copy-cat. 

So the Old Testament is revered and respected, and on sale everywhere. But you try and find a copy of ‘Mein 
Kampf anywhere in a German bookstore! Oh no. Moses. GOOD. Hitler. BAD. ??? You've got me. Hasn't anyone 
ever read those two books? I mean, if Moses and Hitler are not twins, at least their children, their books, are certainly 
so. Well, to be fair, Hitler makes a lot more sense. And he is much less bloody minded at that. 
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And here's the thing. After committing the first genocides in recorded history, rather than try to hide the 
fact, they actually publish the details in the first and most widely published books ever. The Torah. The Old 
Testament. Proud of it they are. 

Imagine a German today going round wearing all the symbols of the Nazi genocide and making films about 
that wise, holy soul, Hitler! 

Of course Steven Spielberg is NOT interested in making a film about the ORIGINAL holocaust. O.K, I get 
it. We are more generous to the past. Much more understanding and forgiving. We expect more of ‘modern’ leaders. 

But, jeez, come on guys. Moses was a vicious nasty piece of work. No wonder HE chose YAHWEH as HIS 
god. 

And what is it with the Catholic cult? What hypocrisy. Claiming other religions are defrauding people by 
misleading to them. Oh, and I suppose the Catholic cult never asks for money? I suppose they never offer things they 
can't deliver, like, say, heaven? I suppose they never threaten people, with, oh, I don't know, say, an eternity of pain, 
torture, and suffering in hell? Surely the Catholic Church is the oldest and most widespread terrorist organisation. 

And the Jews are the most reliably racist people on earth. To think anti-Semitism was punishable by death in 
the Soviet Union, after the Jewish Bolshevik Marxists had murdered all the leading Aryans of Russia. To think how 
many writers have been imprisoned and fined for merely stating the obvious. That Jews are the first and most 
enduring of racists. To define yourself as a chosen people, with the right to enslave all other peoples. As a race. To be 
the purest of racists. And then to demand that anyone who is anti-racist, which is what it means to be anti-Semitic, is 
unreasonable, unacceptable, and criminal. 

Just another case of demonising the opposition. But how many people realise that the opposite of anti- 
Semitism is the most despotic, pure, vile, and aggressive racism the world has ever known. Are people asleep? 
Zombies? Semitism is the most aggressive racism in the world today. To be anti-Semitic is to be anti-racist. To be 
against slavery. To be against exploitation. To be against Nazism. No more and no less. Please explain to me how 
that is bad. 

Unfair trade practices. That's all it is. Come one people. Free markets. That's always been the way to go. Let 
the competitors compete on their merits. Don't let them resort to terrorism and mind control. 

Anyway, still, you gotta laugh. Scientology is O.K. No worse than any other religion. A combination of 
Freud's psychoanalysis, Carlos Castaneda’s Jacqui Indian teacher 'Don Juan Mathis’, and Zen Buddhism. Maybe it 
is no better. So what. Let the people decide for themselves. 

What can you expect? But I guess by now most of you have seen that Tom Cruise interview about 
Scientology. Where he states that he would stop for a car accident to help, because, and get this, the ONLY person 
who CAN help IS a Scientologist? 

Well, Sorry Tom, but for my money I'd rather a DOCTOR...Yeh...1 think a Doctor, or maybe a 
PARAMEDIC might be able to help me just a bit better than you with your ‘Super powers’. 

Oh, and while we're on about old Elron's church. What’s the favorite breakfast of Scientologists? Any ‘clears’ 
out there? No not queer. Clear. O.K. Here's an easier clue. Any Operating Thetans? O.Ts? That's right. Porridge. 
It's Oaty good. Get it? O.T good? Ah, I guess you need to be a bit further along the 'bridge' to get that one. 

And what about that Dali Lama guy hey. Eats meat he does. Only he gets someone else to ritually take on the 
bad karma. I mean that's the problem with religion. Buddha would be heart-broken. Like this woman who built a 
huge ‘Buddhist’ temple behind her restaurant. Imagines that makes her a devout Buddhist. Only, see, she sells the 
most horrific stuff. Like still-living fish. And of course she'll happily throw a live crayfish into boiling water to cook 
it for you. Now there's your Buddhis¢. That's your religion for you. Complete waste of time when it comes to ethics 
and principles. Least of the all the grand ethics and principles of the prophets who supposedly inspired them in the 
first place. Pity the prophets who suffered so much hoping to teach humanity something. Oh, yeh, and don't forget 
the Dali Lama still preaches that you go to hell for anal sex and homosexuality. Of course they edited those bits out 
of his book. Didn't want to risk alienating the more ‘enlightened’ of his current followers. So much for your 
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‘laughing wise-man'. Just another bigoted feudal lord. Oh, and remember, that up to about a 100 years ago China 
recognised over 50 legitimate 'Gods' and 'Buddha-reincarnations'. Hmm. True! 

Ah, but here's one for you Catholics. 7 out of 10 people preferred the Aztec God Vitzliputzli over Jesus in 
the 'transubstantiation taste test’. Seems Jesus was just a bit bitter after all that betrayal by his so-called ‘disciples’. 
Who needs enemies, eh, with friends like that! And while we're on the subject of Aztecs, of course Mel Gibson failed 
to mention that the Aztecs practiced the same rituals the Catholics did. 

Yeh, this Vitzliputlzli’s worshipers made dough figurines and baked them. Cookies versus crackers? At least 
the dough figurines looked like their god. I mean, if you're gonna eat your god. And anyway, crackers? Dry, tasteless. 
Come on guys. Have a thought for the people. At least the red wine was a winner. About the only time the ‘flock’ got 
to enjoy something nice. I mean the priests got to enjoy ‘the best of the best’ all day, every day. 

But what about his other religious film, hey? I saw the first 30 minutes of Mel Gibson's ‘Passion of Christ’. I 
got fed up and couldn't watch the rest. Did anyone here manage to sit it out to the bitter end? Yeh. You did? So tell 
me, how does it end? I mean, who could predict how Gibson's version of that famous story might end. I can see it 
now. Jesus escapes, and he is really mad. He gets a black donkey and can be found cruising up and down the 
highways of Galilee, the nemesis of all bad-guys. 

I wonder when "The Passion II” is due out? 

O.K. How's this. Imagine a security guard wandering around a museum late at night. He thinks he hears a 
noise from inside one of the exhibition rooms, so he goes in. He shines his flashlight around. The room is completely 
empty. Not a thing. Nada. Blank walls. Empty floors. Satisfied there is nothing going on in here, he turns to leave. 
And as he exits the room, we see the sign for the exhibition. It says ‘Proof of the existence of 'God". 

And how's this for irony. In court they will ask you to swear upon a book that is itself nothing but lies. How 
absurd do you like it? Hey? Yes, well, I can ‘honestly’ say I am as innocent as the earth is the center of the universe, 
and around 6000 years old, with a completely clear conscience. 

And what about this nonsense of the religious right? Complaining that there is a ‘humanist’ LE 
SCIENTIFIC bias in Science. That is like saying there is a God-ist bias in the bible, or an anti-Nazi bias in 
documentaries about the supposed ‘holocaust’. I mean the Nazi one. The more recent one. Not the ones the Jews 
COMMITTED in the Old Testament. 

Oh yeh. While we're on the subject of lies. What about all those fitness gadgets they market on TV? Hey? 
"The new ab fab is scientifically proven to be 35% more effective than laying on the ground and pulling your head up 
off the ground with your arms while grimacing’. Or how about "The new ‘fat patch’ is so discrete, no-one will notice 
any weight loss, so no-one will even suspect you are trying to lose weight. Hey? And as these photos clearly show, if 
you stand upright, suck your gut in, smile, and don’t eat the day before the photo is taken, you will definitely look 
much more attractive!’ 

O.K. So back to that taboo subject, religion. Right. So imagine this scene. Our Prophet is in Egypt. He comes 
across a group of people swimming in the Nile. He addresses them. They give him their attention. ‘First we must get 
out of de-nial, if we are to move on to a better future.’ Heh Heh. You know. I figure that Egyptian must be the 
toughest language in the world to learn. I mean. Think about it. Billions of people live in de-nial, but only a few 
million people speak Egyptian! 

Hmm. What's all this religious nonsense about souls being 'the ghost in the machine’? O.K Imagine 
Descartes. He's had a bad accident. He's in hospital. The neuro-surgeon comes in all smiles. “Congratulations, we 
have found you a ‘donor brain’! 

Mmm. Yes. Well. Wanna know where the Nazi salute came from? Do you? Really? O.K. Nah. Bet you 
don't. I'll tell you, shall I? So Hitler is like, at a rally, in the 'Bier-hall’. 'So, you guyz. Put your hands up if you want a 
free beer. (They put them up). Good, good. Now put your hands up if you vant a farm in Poland, for free. (They put 
hands up). O.K. So. Put your hands up if you want...'. At a loss for ideas, he looks across to Goebbels, but he also has 
no ideas to offer. So Hitler shrugs his shoulders, asking with a slight inflection, and more hesitation and doubt ... 
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‘another free beer’. They all put hands up and cheer. Hitler looks across at Goebbels who smiles back with a smug 
look of approval and satisfaction. 

Dead dictators, hey!. What was it with Stalin and Hitler? Competitive or what? National Socialism versus 
Soviet Socialism. It seems Stalin was intent on outdoing Hitler in everything. Including in the number of Russians 
and Poles he killed! 

And while we're on the subject of Germany, I was checking out their history, and came to a startling 
conclusion. Most of Germany seems to have become a ‘dead weight’ to Prussia. I mean, just look at the facts. When 
Prussia was ‘unencumbered’ with the rest of Germany, it alone defeated France. But ever since it went and ‘unified’ 
with the rest of German? Well, I think everyone is familiar with united Germany's record when it comes to wars! 

So I can only think Prussia would have been better off going it alone. Think about this fact if you will. 
America INVADED unified Germany, BUT THEN DEFENDED BERLIN. 

‘Ich Bin ein Berliner’. Now that is a joke among some Germans, as a ‘Berliner’ is a type of jam-filled 
doughnut in Germany. I guess by now everyone knows that JFK was off his head most of the time on speed, pain- 
killers, and all manner of ‘pharmaceuticals’ that he got prescribed from several different doctors. Yep, took ‘em by the 
handful. You didn't know? Well it’s true. So imagine what the COMPLETE unedited footage of that famous 
speech might look like. I can only imagine JFK standing there, out of his head, imagining, ‘Ich bin ein Frankfurter’, 
‘Ich bin ein pussy-cat’, ‘Ich bin ein tomato’. He probably believed he WAS a doughnut, for all WE know. Just a case 
of ‘convergence’. But he got away with it, and it became a famous 'catch-phrase' of unity of the free world against the 
march of world socialism, the victory of the Zionist central bankers. 

And while we're talking about what we're all told not to talk about, religion, what is all that rubbish Osho 
went on about, before his cult poisoned the town water supply and we discovered he was addicted to more different 
drugs than most pharmacists could name. You know, this rubbish notion of his that that the last thing we think 
about at night will be the first thing we think about in the morning. Well any writer will tell you that that is just 
codswollop. I mean, what about all those brilliant ideas, all those witty jokes and one-liners I have just before I fall 
asleep? I never can remember them in the morning. Ah, Erm, all the stuff in this routine excluded, of course! 

But no. really. I had this really brilliant idea for the most hilarious sketch. Really. Oh, was I was really going 
to impress you lot tonight. At least that was what I remember thinking last night just as I was falling asleep. I was so 
impressed with that sketch. I can recall the feeling in complete detail. Only problem is though, yeh, you've guessed it, 
I can't remember an actual detail of the sketch! 

Does that ever happen to you? Doesn't it just piss you off? You just get all cosy and blissed out lying in bed. 
Oh it's heaven. You just can't bear to leave that place. Just so wonderful. But then you get this brilliant idea. And you 
really agonise over whether to get up and write it down. But you know if you do you won't get back to this blissful 
state again. 

So of course you tell yourself. Nah. Sure I'll remember it. I'll just keep thinking about it over and over and of 
course when I wake up tomorrow I will remember it, and write it down then. No need to sacrifice this heavenly 
feeling now. 

And then, like, this is the cruel irony of our minds. It’s like it loves to torture us. Cos, like, next morning you 
always remember that you HAD this amazing idea last night. Only you can't remember WHAT it was. 

But. Wait for it. Of course, when you DO get up and write those marvelously inspired ideas down, the next 
morning you read what you wrote and go, what? Huh? What's so clever about THAT? I sacrificed a great night’s 
sleep to get up and write THAT down? What on earth was I thinking? 

Yeh, yeh. Anyone who's been stoned knows the feeling. Like you're sitting on the floor surrounded by your 
friends, and you have the FEELING that you understand the meaning of life. And you like explain it to all your 
stoned friends, on the floor of someone's flat, and everyone is like, YES, WOW, I GET IT. 

But then, of course, the next day you're like...2?? What was all THAT about? But the FEELING was real. 
There just wasn't any substance! 
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Which brings me to something really stupid I heard on the tele the other night. This anti-marijuana 
campaigner actually said this. "When you are on drugs, you are not happy, you just FEEL happy!’. WTF? Now if I 
am not mistaken, the sole arbiter of whether or not you ARE happy, is surely nothing other than that you FEEL 
happiness? I mean, happiness IS a feeling? Right? I mean, if you FEEL happy, you ARE happy, right? Am I missing 
something? Don't you FEEL feelings? I feel like I walked out halfway during a lecture and then came back. 

See he was leading a crusade to repeal the California drug laws which allow the ‘medical use of marijuana’. 
You see most of the people on dialysis, for kidney failure, got there after taking prescription pain killers for years. 
The same pain killers that marijuana has been used to replace. And I mean if nothing else, surely THAT justifies the 
legalisation of marijuana. How thick do you have to be? Really. 

So there might be some negative side effects. But have you ever read the ‘warning’ label on the stuff you pick 
up from the chemist? They've got these little typed pamphlets inside. Tiny writing with a long list of known side- 
effects and dangers. And the worst they can say about marijuana is that some people who use it are known to suffer 
mental problems? Ahem. Excuse me. But, like, I've a funny feeling you'd be able to say the same about, Oh, I don't 
know, let’s say ‘anti-depressants’? 'Ey? 'Ey?. Thank you, you've been a lovely audience. 
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Medical marijuana stand-up which would work with a big fat guy 

A big fat guy is smoking a joint on stage. He looks at the audience as if replying to some charge of 
immorality. ‘Oh, this. This here is MEDICAL marijuana. Strictly for medicinal purposes, you understand. Not that 
I'd want to give you kids out there the wrong idea. Abusing drugs is wrong. But see I'm not abusing drugs. I'm using 
drugs. Like when you go to doctor. See that's the difference! It's for my weight problem.’ Some people give confused 
chuckles, not sure if it is appropriate to laugh, and a bit confused. Ah, no it’s not like that. The thing is, see, I used to 
be anorexic. Yep. Went to the doctor and told her I feared I was wasting away. There didn't seem to be any hope for 
me. And as you can see, medical marijuana has made all the difference’. He acts all teary. "You see, it's. It's saved my 
life’. He takes a big drag. 

OH, but of course a lot of people eat the stuff baked into cookies and stuff like that. You don't have to 
smoke it. Terrible habit really, smoking, It can get you hooked on the hard stuff, you know, cigarettes. But you 
know the drugs they might have put me would have destroyed my kidneys. Fact. Most of the people chained to those 
hugely expensive dialysis machines are there because of chronic use of pain killers and other drugs which medical 
marijuana can treat. And guess which lobby group is trying to repeal the California ‘medical marijuana’ laws? Yep. 
Follow the money. It's the big drug companies. But rest easy. Tonight thousands of people are taking a good healthy 
piss (he pauses for the laughter) and getting a good night's sleep for once, thanks to the miracle of gunga! And as you 
can see, no fear of me wasting away anymore. Thank you, you've been a lovely audience. Oh, just by the way. Can 
anyone out there fill this prescription for me?’ 

Oh yeh, and while we're on the subject of drugs. You know how the U.S is now on this big anti-drug thing. 
Well it wasn't always the case. Years ago they, along with France and Britain, waged war on China, simply to force it 
to import French, British, and American Opium. Fact. Look it up. Opium wars. The U.S and their allies Britain and 
France were the original drug pushers. And compared to them your local drug lord is a pussy cat. I mean, he might 
try to seduce you, but he's not going to invade your country and kill you if you don't buy his products. And nothing's 
changed. The U.S force Asian and developing countries to weaken their own tobacco advertising laws as part of their 
trade agreements. So these countries were forced to allow advertising campaigns that target 12 year old girls to be 
aired. The very same advertising campaigns, developed at great expense by really clever but ruthless, unethical 
psychologists, which were recently banned in the U.S and Europe. Yeh, and while half the world starves, the U.S and 
European governments are still subsidising the growing of tobacco. The same drug, by way of social and health costs, 
that is the world’s number one drug problem. Alcohol and tobacco account for around 25% of all health costs. All 
the illegal drugs combined account for around ONE percent of health costs. Yeh, so go figure what's motivating all 
the criminalisation of drugs. Follow the money. It does not lead back to illegal drug cartels. 

Of course the U.S government financed its illegal military activities in Cambodia by selling drugs. Fact. It 
helped its then allies the Taliban finance it's terror campaign against the Russians, with the sale of Opium and 
Heroin. Fact. It forces its pilots to take speed, so they can keep flying missions. They're sometimes so whacked out of 
their skulls on speed they mistake anything for an enemy target. It's no wonder they blew up so many children's 
hospitals, public buses, and baby-food factories in Kosovo. No joke. Seriously. You just try controlling your nerves 
when you are hopped up on speed and as paranoid as hell. You try deciding whether that moving object is a school 
bus or an enemy missile transport. And then you might get some idea of why there was so much ‘collateral damage’ 
and so many ‘incidents’ of ‘friendly fire’. 

And what about all those drugs they pump into kids these days because parents don't have the time, interest, 
or competence to actually parent them? When you read ‘attention deficit disorder’, consider that maybe, just maybe, 
the problems might derive from the fact that today's parents don't pay their own kids enough attention. Don't pay 
enough attention to what they are feeding their kids. Don't pay enough attention to them before and after school. 
Don't pay enough attention to what they are watching on television. 

And look at the fine print in the ‘warning’ pamphlets inside the 'medication' they are handing out to kids 
like candy. The ones listing the many many side effects, and I bet you'll find something like "No allegations as to the 
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toxicity of kiddy Prozac have ever been proven in a court of law’. Well of course that's because they've all been settled 
out of court’. It is simpler cheaper to pay the few people who can afford to take the company to court, and wait out 
their legal games, than to invest in research and development to make the drugs less dangerous. 

Like car makers who'd rather fork out a few million each time their car petrol tank explodes in a collision, 
than spend tens of millions in correcting the design fault their own engineers identified years before the car went 
into production. But I mean, can you blame ‘em? Car seat-belts and ABS were around decades before most people 
took an interest in using them. People seem to simply imagine they are immune to the laws of physics. But even 
popular princesses and really rich Arabs aren't immune from those laws. You can't pay a fancy lawyer to get you 
immunity from, well, physics. Just consider that when a car goes from 100km/h to zero in a very short distance, 
anything not tied down will become a projectile with a relative speed of around 100km/h. So it's very considerate of 
those back-seat passengers to decide not to buckle up, isn't it? Be sure to thank them for their consideration just 
before their skull crushes your skull. 

On the subject of ‘consideration’. Do you remember that ‘Aid for Africa’ concert, and the song? Ever really 
listen to the lyrics? What about that Bono, hey? It's hard to get over Bono's lines in that ‘aid for Africa’ song ... ‘So 
tonight thank god it’s them, instead of you’... I mean, what is that about then? Thank god he is torturing others 
instead of you? Nice god that. No alternative seems to occur to Bono. Just gratefulness that his god has chosen to 
torture someone else rather than HIM! 

It's like these religious folk take it as a given that this Yahweh god of theirs has to be torturing someone. 
That's like his defining trait. That's his ‘personality type’. So you make sure to distract god onto some other victim, 
so he will leave you and yours alone. Other victims like ‘foreigners’, ‘infidels’, homosexuals. Anyone as long as it aint 
you! 

And then there's that line in his own song “what you don't have you don't need it now”. I mean, O.K, sure, 
tell that to people starving to death. I mean, hey, they, like, obviously don't need food right now. Or water, or 
health, or life. I mean, where is this guy getting off singing lyrics like that? 

It's one thing to be a big phony like John Lennon and George Harrison, TIl sing for the poor, but my 
millions I'm keeping, while my bank-balance, gently grows’. Or ‘Imagine I wasn't a billionaire pop-star living in 
luxury while I sing this song about 'no possessions’. But Bono is just going too far, telling people that they don't need 
life, liberty, food, water, love, rights, and anything else that makes life worth living, Oh, you don't need that stuff 
right now. You'll see one day. Like Leibniz says, ‘everything is for the best, in this, the best of all possible worlds. Sure 
this is the best of all possible worlds, if you are a massively wealthy and privileged Priest. Even better, Pope, Dalai 
Lama, or the modern day equivalent of a ‘Messiah’, a Pop star! 

I mean, don't any of these supposedly religious types actually bother to read the book their religion was 
founded on? Have they ever had a look at a camel? And then taken a good look at a needle. And then considered 
how hard it would be for a camel to pass through the eye of said needle? No I don't think so. For don't the Old 
Testament, the Torah, and the Koran, all say that a rich person cannot be a ‘Christian’ or ‘Faithful Jew’ or ‘Muslim’? 
And apparently heaven is one ‘gated community’ that you can't buy your way into. ‘For it is easier for a camel to pass 
through the eye of a needle, than it is for a rich man to enter heaven / paradise’. 

Yeh, so I can just see it. You know. A rich Arab Sheik. A rich pop star. He's on his knees praying, begging 
god for some sign as to what god wants from him. And so this God actually appears unmistakably in all his glory, 
trumpets blaring, and bright rays of sunlight blazing. And so he tells this guy ‘Share your wealth with the needy’. 
This god then fades away leaving a lot of shimmering lights and echoes of angels singing his praises. Unmistakable. 
Was God. No doubt. And his message was clear. You'd think? But no. The guy isn't happy with this response. Gets 
down on his knees again, begging for some sign... 

You know their Islamic priests. The ones who get around the ‘marriage’ requirements the Koran makes for 
sex, by preforming a legal ceremony which temporarily, for the duration of the sex acts, makes the prostitute and her 
client man and wife. For a fee of course. Well I bet you they sell a nice line of 10m by 2m ‘needles’. Ones with ‘eyes’ 
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you could drive an SUV through. No sweat! And their genetic scientists are working on miniature camels as we 
speak! 

Now that I'm already on Al Qaeda’s ‘hit list’ ( which means the hit-list of the Zionist Central Banker 
Golems the C.LA and Mossad), I may as well risk another shot. Now they claim that live animal transport is 
necessary as they have their own version of ‘kosher’, that is, Halal, butchery. Apparently they slit the animal’s throat 
and bleed it to death, as Mohamed's idea of non-cruelty to animals. But the thing is, they have plenty of completely 
Halal certified Islamic butchers in Australia. Nah. The real reason is that it is much much cheaper to transport them 
live than to refrigerated their carcasses. But the conditions they endure are horrific. 

Problem is, no matter how heroic your film-team, no matter what dangers they risk, even putting their lives 
at risk, you won't find a television station that will broadcast the footage. It's like when a group of scientists supplied 
footage of real life and death abortions. The television stations said the footage was too ‘sensational’. Television 
complaining their news footage is too sensational? Come on now! 

Oh, yeh, while we are on the subject of television. I wonder if advertising executives shout at each other all 
day, like the people in their commercials do. Of course they deliberately apply ‘compression’ to the audio signal, so 
that every little whisper is as loud as the loudest explosion. They then turn down the volume on the actual programs 
we are watching, so we have to turn up the volume. That means that when the ads come on they are doubly loud. 
And yet the TV stations can act all naive and innocent of my claims. Yeh, so. We viewers have to jump for the 
remote every commercial break to avoid waking the neighbors, and being responsible for some truck or bus driver 
falling asleep at the wheel because they couldn't get a decent night’s sleep! Wait till one of them trucks flattens some 
advertising executive in his nice shiny BMW! That'll be your poetic justice for you! 

O.K, I mean I get religion. It is all about superstition. It's about not taking any chances. I mean, just in case 
anything anyone says is true, why not just play it safe. But all those ‘cold’ readings and psychics are really clever. They 
ask people harmless questions at the start, and then later feedback the same information these people told them a 
few minutes earlier. Only no-one remembers. Fact. Really. We're just not paying attention. And, I mean, it's like 
when there's some advertisement for vacuum cleaners on T.V. And I'm like wondering how on earth they know that 
I need a vacuum cleaner. Are they psychic? Well, thing is, when I don't need one, I pay no attention to the adds. 
They're on all the time but I don't notice them. 

Yeh, anyway. Getting back to religion for a moment. I guess I'm a masochist with a strong death wish. But, 
you know, I really get a bit irritated when I hear religious people going on about alcohol and other drugs. Of all 
people to talk about ‘sobriety’. How about they get off their own masturbatory drug of choice, religion, before 
worrying about what anyone else is doing! 

Oh, and what about how people will pray to their god for success, and promise that if he helps them he'll 
donate a lot to charity. But, when you think about it, couldn't god just help the charity out directly? I mean, what 
does he need this guy for? Why would God use a middle-man? One who usually demands a 90% cut? And why is 
the guy praying for intercession a worthier recipient than the charity? 

Anyway, so picture the following scene if you will. This bloke has just won a fortune at the casino. And he's 
feeling a bit sentimental, full of good will to the universe that has been so generous with him. So he’s, like, praying, 
‘Oh god, please send me a clear sign of what I should do with the money’. And then immediately he prays this a bus 
pulls up and he reads a big sign on it for a famous brothel, and smiles to himself. 'Yes', he thinks out loud. 'God is 
definitely a man!!' But then just as he does this another bus pulls up in a lane closer to him, obscuring the first, highly 
welcome ‘sign’. This bus has a big sign on it for "The Salvation Army’, and suddenly our character's spirits suddenly 
sink. 

Anyway, what sort of name is ‘Bone-Oh’? Is he a porn star? Ey? Bone-Oh! Pro-Bone-Oh! I know lots of girls 
who are really Pro- Bone-Oh! Actually lots of guys for that matter too! 

But all this music talk reminds me of a mate of mine. An old rocker. He told me how he once got the biggest 
disappointment of his life. You see he'd signed up to play a free gig at what he thought was a ‘Free Alcohol and Drugs 
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Festival’. Turns out it was an ‘Alcohol and Drugs-Free Festival’. But you can see how easily you could make such a 
mistake! 
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Shopping stand-up 

So what is it with people? They'll stand in line for ages, complaining how long it is taking. Then they'll wait 
for the cashier to run all the stuff through the scanner. Then when the cashier hints it’s time to pay, they act as if this 
request was totally unexpected. They look completely unprepared. 

‘Oh, you want money for all this? This is a transaction? Oh, I get it. Sorry, you caught me off-guard there. 
Surprised me. Hang on. Just a sec. I'll see if I brought any money with me. Oh look. What a stroke of luck, ‘ey? Looks 
like I did! Now, let me see, should I use the 20 dollar bill, or these fivers, or maybe this debit card? 

Only now, after being in line for 10 minutes, do they begin thinking about getting out their cash or cards. 
No. they act as if they are completely surprised by the novelty of the request. And only then do they go through the 
slow moves of wondering where they'd put their purse or wallet. Getting it. Opening it. Counting out the money or 
deciding which card to use. I mean. Come on. You had 10 minutes to do all that. And now you have 8 people behind 
you waiting while you work out what to do. Really? People! 

And then there's these people who just don't seem to want to admit to themselves that other people even 
exist. No. Really. Like they take up the entire supermarket aisle, moving as slowly as they like, as if there aren't 
dozens of people in a rush to get by them. And when you walk to one side of the aisle, so that you two can pass one 
another without any problems, what do they do? They just keep walking towards you, in their own little world, as if 
they are the only ones in it, or as if it existed merely for their own use and pleasure, right in the fucking middle of the 
aisle! And then when they get to you, they expect you to contort and stretch and maneuver yourself around them. As 
if they were some fucking sort of god or royalty! And then if you do walk into them, they act all victimised and 
brutalised. They give you the most wounded or filthy looks. Looks that clearly ejaculate in the loudest, rudest 
expletives, ‘how dare you not get out of my way’. 

It's just so stupid because the aisles are easily wide enough for two people with brains in their heads, and an 
interest in using them. Maybe a tiny bit of interest in the welfare of others might not go astray either. Hmm. Yes. 
Well! O.K, so there you see what happens when you make unrealistic assumptions about human nature. The savage 
is hardly noble! 

Oh yeh, and of course you couldn't fail to already have noted this strange thing about human nature. Clearly 
people seem to imagine that there is a connection between how constipated, frustrated, indignant, and impatient a 
face you make while you stand in line, and how quickly the line will move. And there are other laws of nature I was 
also quite ignorant of. Like how standing really close to the person in front of you speeds things up. And if your 
‘fellow sufferer’ breathes their putrid, rancid, stinking breath in your face, the lines are bound to move even faster. 
And of course if you actually push your shopping trolley into the person in front of you, well of course they will 
somehow me motivated to get the people in front of them to get through the check-out faster too. Somehow butting 
their trolley into my leg is going to get the cashier to work faster? (Looking at imaginary audience member with 
whom the experience has clearly resonated) You too? So it's not just me? 
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Relationships stand-up 

Women. What gives? They make you work night and day to buy a nice house, and then furnish it with lots 
of nice things, most of which you have no idea what to do with. And then all they want to do is go OUT all the time. 
What's that all about? I mean, the reason guys go out is to get laid. He went out to find his girlfriend. Why on earth 
would he now want to take her out? So other guys can find her? Is that it? 

What about the media and all this fuss it made over those two Russian girls from that Pop group TATU? 
The ones who kiss in their video. They claim they are pretending to be lesbian to get attention. What hypocrisy. Pop 
stars have been pretending to like girls for years. I mean, look at Elton John and George Michaels. 

A Russian girl told me that all her friends had already had plastic surgery. I joked to myself how willing girls 
were to put foreign objects in their bodies permanently, but seem so wary when it comes to letting me put a foreign 
object into their bodies for just a few minutes. 

You know I do tend to have a go at the Bible, the Torah, the Koran, and Marxism. You know, the four 
religions the Zionists have inflicted upon us as part of their plan to enslave us all. But to be fair, these books do 
explain many things. Like marriage. They say that god wanted to PUNISH man, to make him suffer terribly, 
generation for generation. 

O.K. It's true, I haven't had much luck with relationships. I mean, if it was not for all my invisible friends, I 
would have gone mad by now. Yes. Well. 

I mean it probably all stems from a neglected childhood. For example. I remember one birthday I was really 
happy. I got this really cool present. It was made of this really cool see-through material. You could, like, stand in the 
rain under it and not get wet. It was big and had a hole at one end so you could sort of wear it. I was so happy with 
my birthday. That was my best birthday of all time. But then one day I noticed it had some sort of curious writing on 
it. I looked closer and managed to read it. It said “This is not a toy’. As you can imagine I was devastated. I felt 
betrayed. I had been a fool. It turns out it was the plastic bag that my mother’s new mattress had come in! Yeh, well. 
Not such a good start to life. 

It always gets me, you know, when I see these young men all jubilant about finally having ‘gotten the girl of 
their dreams’. Sure, right now he's over the moon. But really, it's like that guy who is overjoyed at having gotten the 
last seat on an overbooked flight which later crashes. I mean, in five years this happy guy is going to be paying out 
half all his stuff, plus legal fees and ongoing child maintenance, to a woman who hates him and he can't stand the 
sight of. 

Yeh, so I luckily so far I haven't fallen that badly in love that I lost my sense of reason. Luckily at least one of 
us finds a way to break things off before they get too silly. I remember when I broke up with my last girlfriend. ‘It's 
nothing personal’, I told her, 'I just don't think I'm at that stage in life where I need a selfish, cruel, malicious, sado- 
masochistic, stupid, bitch trying to run my life for me.’ 

Anyway, I think there is something in this notion that women are more religious than men. Well, just think 
about the facts. Females are certainly ‘holier’. I mean, it’s your basic biology isn't it. Women simply have more holes. 

If we could choose what sort of movie our lives could be, most men would chose it to be a porno, and most 
females would want it to be a romance. 

Hmm. And surely it must have been a woman who coined the terms ‘Gratuitous sex' and ‘gratuitous nudity’ 
in reference to sex and nudity on television and in films. I mean, what could justify any movie MORE than sex and 
nudity. Surely the first photos taken were nude photos. The first films made were porn films. The first internet sites 
were porn sites. You know I'm sure that first telephone call went more like ‘(heavy breathing’) so, what are you 
wearing? Of course he explained the heavy breathing away with ‘static’. Of course the first artworks made those cave- 
men all show women with huge breasts and men with these enormous long cocks. Take a look at your Aboriginal art 
and your French cave paintings and see for yourself. Nope. Nothing gratuitous about sex or nudity in art. 

One guy to another guy: ‘What’s gotten into his girlfriend? Response: From what I heard, his best friend!’ 
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This 30 year old guy thinks he is paying his new supervisor a compliment when he says “I hope I look as good 
as you do when I'm 40!’ The problem for him is that she is only 34! Cigarettes and alcohol will do that to a girl! 

Oh. I just remembered something I saw the other day. It was this cute young woman wearing a T-shirt with 
two little birds, a donkey, and a pussycat on it. Underneath these were written the words ‘tits, pussy, and ass’. Sort of 
sums up what most men are looking for in a woman. Am I right? Her friend was wearing another design. It had a 
picture of an old washing board, a stone carving of a rooster, and a dollar sign,. Can you guess what its caption read? 
‘Wash-board abs, Money, and a rock-hard cock’. Yeh. So at least she's honest about what she's looking for in a man! 

Which reminds me of that Bangles song. 'If he knew what she wants he'd be (thrusts hips sexually) giving it 
to her’. Which sort of sums up most guys’ romantic ambitions. 

And that's the problem, as I see it. Men and women just want different things out of relationships. Like the 
last girl I went out with. We wanted different things. She wanted a rich man with a huge crotch-rocket and wash- 
board abs who was desperate to marry her, buy her a huge house, and have lots of kids. And then of course as soon as 
she got bored with all that,, cheat on her once so that she had an excuse to divorce him, look like a victim, take him 
for everything, and then screw around with rich beautiful young men. You know. The typical sort of thing. Yeh, 
well, and like, I was just looking for a quick shag. 

My last girlfriend had a cute fashion sense. She liked to mix something cheap with something expensive. 
Hence all her clothes are expensive. 

O.K. A ‘star wars' joke. You ready? Right. O.K. So Princess Lea goes to Luke Skywalker, at a particularly 
important moment, ‘use more force Luke, use more force’. Yeh, you with me on that one. The women know what I 
mean. Don't you! 

‘Store in a cool dry place’ always reminds me of my ex-wife’s vagina. And ‘store below minus 6 degrees' 
reminds me of her heart. 

I was talking with a mate the other day. Apparently our common friends, Jane and Mark, were still arguing. 
Seems that argument's been going on for almost a year now. And then my mate goes. 'Yeh, well, have you seen Jane 
lately, I think the thing is, to be quite honest, is that Mark is terrified of ending the argument. Not that he minds 
losing. it’s just the ‘make-up sex’ that he's dreading!’ 

Females want a guy to open their wallet. Guys want a girl to open her legs. Oh, and her mouth. Just as long 
as she doesn't get any ideas of using it to ‘talk’. Especially about ‘relationships’. 

S & M madam to client: ‘hand over the money now, or no-one gets hurt!” 

And while we're on the subject of money. There's a simple valid reason why men need to get paid more than 
women for the same work. Fact! Yes, go on, try to deny it. But it’s a fact. The costs of living are higher for men, so 
they should get paid more, just to compensate for the fact that they have to pay for sex. And it doesn't come cheap. 

And while on the subject of sex. It's interesting really. Like women will say they have sex on the basis of love. 
But if you ask me, you're more likely to get laid because a girl is trying to piss off her dad, her ex-boyfriend, make her 
current husband jealous, or from some other malicious motive as far from love as religion is from spirituality. 

So the other day this girl I'm, like, trying to pick this girl up at a club. And so she says to me “I just don't want 
to be hurt again’. So of course, sensitive guy that I am, I promise I'll use a lubricant! 

Jenny has lost her sex drive. She goes to a sex therapist. The therapist tells her a story about grumpy the bear 
who one morning wakes up and finds he has lost his good mood. Mama bear notices and she suggests he re-trace his 
steps to see when he last had it. ‘But where should I start looking Mama? 'How about looking through your favorite 
things?’ And so he goes through all his toys, his picture books, his photo albums. He picks up things he associates 
with good times, happy memories, and good things. Soon enough he is in a good mood again. 'Found it Mama’, He 
calls out. ‘See Baby bear, I knew you would’. 

‘Cute story doc. But how's that gonna bring back my horny old self. No hang on. I get it. I'll go through all 
my porn collection, my sex toys, my lingerie, my erotic letters and emails. Sure, it's worth a try’. And loh and behold 
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next week she calls to cancel the next session. 'So you found ‘your horny’ dear? "Yes, thanks Doc. You're a genius’. ‘No 
dear, thank Mama Bear!' 

You know Jane Austen got it a bit mixed up. 'Now it is a well-known fact that a man in possession of a 
fortune is in search of a wife’. It would be more correct to say that ‘it is a well-known fact that a man in possession of 
a fortune is in search of a slut / whore / easy lay / good time. 

Yes, as the saying goes, 'He has been weighed, measured, and found not wanting... to get married! 

But of course relationships have their up sides too. Being single you can get really lonely. And, I mean, it was 
fine for a while, talking to myself and all that. Until it got out of hand and I started telephoning myself. You should 
have seen my telephone bills. But then I stopped talking to myself. Why? Because I stopped listening. Arrogant 
bastard I thought to myself. I just cannot stand it when someone dominates the conversation all the time. 

Plato said, in his wisdom, that all love was simply a pursuit of the whole. Well. What can you say to such 
wisdom? Hey? But which hole? These days all three! 

Wisdom. Yes. I'm no fool myself. I have this little trick I use when I get a new girlfriend or move into a new 
apartment. I pretend that I am learning the Tuba. Awful instrument. I mean if you don't know how to play it. And 
to be honest, who does? So, I mean, what is bound to irritate anyone more than someone playing the tuba badly. 
Drive anyone nuts. Especially if you hear me pretending to be trying to learn it. Anyway, the trick is, there's always 
something you don't like about your girlfriend or neighbors. Something THEY do that irritates YOU. But what if 
you have something you can TRADE with them? 

What if you are in a position to offer to ‘give up’ the TUBA, in return for them making some similar 
concession, even sacrifice? When you've got a TUBA to put on the table, almost any sacrifice seems quite reasonable! 
People are willing to give up almost anything to get you to stop practicing your TUBA! And it’s great for playing the 
‘guilt’ card. ‘Jeez Sue, to think I gave up the TUBA for you, and all I'm asking you to do is...’ You see? Brilliant. I even 
borrowed a pet from a mate once, pretending it was mine. Jeez the 'mileage' I got out of ‘giving up my precious 
Moggsy woggsy!' I played that card to the hilt. Oh the concessions I got out of my girlfriend. Oh the guilt trips I laid 
on her. Nothing I could ask of her could compare to the sacrifice I had already made for HER. You see, she was 
allergic to cats. 

Oh yeh, almost forgot. I played this dirty trick on my friends at a party last week. I got them to play a game. 
There's like two teams performing, and everyone else in in 'the spectators’. Each team have to line up in some 
particular order, based on which cue card I show them. They have to do it as quickly as possible, and without talking. 
All this is misdirection. So, I'll flash a cue card to each group that says ‘arrange yourself according to the age of the 
cars they drive, from oldest to newest. Right? So they do this quickly. I then turn to the spectators and show them 
the card I supposedly showed the two team leaders. Only on this card I've written ‘line up according to the number 
of sex partners you've had’. Heh heh. And some of them apparently drove really old cars! 

Oh, yeh, and I've also worked out this obsession we have with big breasts. And I mean, to be humble, it's 
obvious once you think about it, really. Just consider how as a child our survival was dependent upon them. So we 
become fascinated by them. And then, the thing is, as we get older, we get bigger. Right? Now think about the size 
of our baby-face compared to the size of our mother's breasts. See where I'm headed with this yet? Obviously to 
maintain that original proportion, well, as we get bigger, the breasts have obviously got to grow bigger as well, to keep 
up with the size of our heads. Right? Hmm. Yeh. So, that's the fascination of big breasts for you. 

But look I have to be fair to both sexes. I mean, if we're on the subject of size. O.K ladies. Just for a moment, 
mentally rank all the professions in terms of their sex appeal. Let’s face it. Some are just more of a turn-on than 
others. Am I right? I'm right, aren't I. For example. The dentist. But think about that one for a moment, will you? 
Surely, as a profession, dentistry shouldn't be all that big a big turn-on for women. Let's face it. What woman wants 
to hear the following sentence? 'O.K now. Lay back and relax. You are just going to feel a small prick’. ‘And then a 
numb sensation’. 
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Yes, well, you don't often see those lines in your ‘Mills and Boon’ or ‘Harlequin’ ‘romance’ (putting his 
fingers up over his head to make ‘quotation’ marks’) novel now do you? Eh ladies? Am I right? And those sorts of 
books tend not to want to discuss why a lady might happen to have a sore jaw after a ‘romantic’ (again making the 
‘rabbit ears’) liaison either! 

Anyway. What do you think about Michelangelo’s ‘David’? You know, that famous sculpture meant to 
represent the perfection of the human form. Now, as a guy, you know, I wonder. Were some of the, let’s say, more 
intimate details completed in winter? All us guys know what tricks cold can play with, your, ah, ‘equipment’. 
Shrinkage. Right guys? Or was it more the case that the guy who commissioned it had a word with Mick? 'Ah hem. 
Ah, Michael. Yes. Well. You see it's. Um. Do you think you could make his thing a bit, you know, more 
‘reasonable’? I can imagine this rich guy, a bit insecure, and not wanting his mistresses to feel disappointed in him. 
You know. Not quite, ‘measuring up’ to the ideal human male form. Hoping he could set the 'bar' a bit lower, if you 
get my meaning. But anyhow, thanks Mick, for taking the pressure off us guys who don't quite so much impress in 
the, shall we say, flaccid state. 

I was stunned the other day when a female friend admitted that it is wrong to charge for sex. I was surprised 
by such a show of character. But it seems my reaction had been a bit too precipitate. Apparently I had interrupted 
her. I could tell, so I let her continue...'I always get cash’. 

Yes, I admit it. Let the truth be known. I do tend to place women up on a pedestal. It makes it that much 
easier to look up their skirts! 

Why do men pay for sex? Because women won’t give it away! 

And on the subject of money, again. I got at least one laugh today. I went to see my bank manager about an 
overdraft on my bank account. He asked me what I do for a living. I told him. I told him a joke about bank 
managers, which he did not find at all amusing. But then he couldn't stop laughing when I told him how much I 
earn. 

And, what with this stand-up racket not bringing in much money, the idea occurred to me that I should try 
my hand at acting. Nothing fancy. Just, you, know, maybe as an extra or bit part. I was watching the film credits roll 
by, and I read 'Man in shop’. And so I turned to my girlfriend and said, ‘Look, see 'Man in shop’. I could be in the 
movies. I mean, I could play a ‘man in a shop’. But then, she goes, "No, I don’t think you'd be very convincing!’ 
‘Bitch!’ 

Imagination and fantasy are so important to sex. That's why you would never be surprised to hear a brothel 
manager quip to a potential customer. ‘Oh I am sure you will be happy with her. She is in fact our most popular 
virgin’. 

So, girls, remember how your mother always used to say ‘make sure you wear clean underwear, you might get 
hit by a bus'? She was worried about you making a bad impression. And if you think about it, her advice makes 
sense. Think about it. Getting hit by a bus is one of the few times you will get a chance to make a good impression 
on a well-paid professional man. A doctor! O.K. So you might be dead. But still. There's lots of professional men 
who like the cold silent type! 

Broken romantic dreams can be very profitable. But you have to be careful to time them right. At the start of 
a song-writer's career, a break-up is good. You get to write that romantic love song. Everyone can relate to it. You'll 
make millions. But if it comes after marriage, and a successful career, it can cost you TENS of millions! 

Guys who act as if they don't always pay for sex, one way or another, make me laugh. But it's actually much 
worse than that. Like the other day this mate is going 'I really hope I never get so desperate that I have to pay for 
sex.’ And then a few minutes later he comes back to me asking ‘Can you loan me 50 bucks?’ So I ask what for. And 
he goes ‘Oh, just to buy the girls a few drinks, you know!’. Yes, I know. I think we had just been talking about that a 
moment ago! 

So, anyway, it's like this. You pay your date and girlfriend with dinner and entertainment. You pay your 
fiancé with a diamond. You pay your wife with gold and a house. Ah, but that is the least of it. Finally, when you no 
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longer want their company, you pay your ex-wife with everything you own. You see the irony? You pay much more 
to get the woman out of your life, than you paid to get her into it. 

All long-term relationships are based on great sex...and your partner not finding out who you are having it 
with! 

All old men like having young women around them. So most have daughters. Other old men take a different 
route, and have other men's daughters! And to be fair to, it's probably the ideal relationship. The girls get a new 
daddy, happy to spoil them. The men get to enjoy spoiling the pretty young things, AND have sex with their 
‘daughter’. Sort of the ideal way out of the Freudian dilemma! 

Finally, after decades of experience and research, I now know what women want in bed...someone ELSE! 

Oh, but finally I discovered the quickest way to get into a girls panties. I promise that if you use my patented 
new system, you will be able to get into a girl's panties in under one minute. No. Seriously. Money back guaranteed! 
But I see you don't believe me. (He pretends to be looking at a particular audience member, as the camera's pick out 
someone from the audience to show on the screen behind him. Note that the people picked out by the cameras 
could be famous cameo appearances by famous people, pre-arranged ‘colleagues who will play their parts amusingly, 
or actual members of the public). He then takes out a pair of panties, holds them up, and then carefully puts them 
on. 'See what I mean. Under one minute!’ 

We all complain that the hot, sexy, pretty, handsome, beautiful, good looking partners we want are all, well, 
damn them all, so damned superficial. 

A sexy girl knocks on the door of a family home. She is wearing a t-shirt on which is printed the slogan 'sex 
drive, give generously’. The wife is at first terribly jealous. And then she becomes smug and complacent as her 
husband responds, ‘Sorry’. But within a moment her initial smug satisfaction suddenly withers, as he continues, in a 
cheerful voice ... 'I already gave at the office’. 

Yeh, just remembered this one. I saw this television documentary the other night. It had this team of top- 
notch forensic scientists reconstructing how they imagined the ancient people whose remains they had newly 
uncovered must have died. They gave these detailed accounts explaining how they came to their conclusions. But if 
you ask me it was more like this. "Husband comes back from a supposed ‘hunt’ without any dead animals. They get 
into some argument. She smells another woman's scent on him. A look of guilt and terror spreads throughout his 
features. He turns to run, but trips on the roots of some tree. He falls and hits his head on a rock. He is dead. 

Remember the three R’s? Nice arse, fat arse, and 'Oh god, please don’t ARSE-k’? 

What is it with women and sex? I mean, for a man, the sex is the whole point of 'going out to dinner’. It is 
the point. Dinner is just the ‘dessert’ on the side, before the sex. Only a woman would spite a man for not offering 
dessert, by refusing to eat the fine meal he had prepared for her. 
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Mr Penis and Ms. Vagina stand-up 

Mr Penis and Ms. Vagina were engaged in ‘intercourse’ one day. Penis was quite relaxed and Vagina found 
the conversation quite dry. Penis found her inscrutable, and this lead to some attempts on Penis's part to penetrate 
into her meanings. 

So penis decided to take a ‘harder’ and ‘firmer’ line with Vagina. In his excitement the blood rushed to his 
head. The veins in his neck stood out. 

This more active approach appeared to wet Vagina's appetite. She decided to allow him the liberty of some 
very penetrative thrusts which both found very satisfying. 

Then there was a sudden falling out. He went out for a moment. 

However this was soon followed by his sudden and unexpected entry by her back door. 
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‘Stick’ stand-up 

Sticks are such a great invention. You can ‘stick it to the man`. 

You can put everything from brooms to ice-cream on a stick. 

They even have their own ‘stick ‘magazines. But apparently you wouldn't want one that is ‘sticky‘? 

Today you don’t even need to keep your brain cells intact, or bother studying, cos you can, I hear, buy a 
MEMORY stick, which in my day meant something quite different. The headmaster carried this big stick and he’d 
whack you with if you didn’t REMEMBER to do your homework 

If you want to become a member of the royal family you can simply stick a stick up your arse. (Mime sticking 
pole up arse. At first discomfort, then ham it up, act like enjoying it ‘Oooh that really hits the spot! Then 
impersonate some pompous royal) 
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Legal system stand-up 

What is it with the legal system today? Hey? I mean, what it is supposed to mean, these 'good behavior 
bonds’. Like they will ‘commute’ a sentence, 'on the condition that you be of good behavior for the next two years’, 
The next two years? Eh? So, like, you commit a crime, get convicted, and the only punishment is that you are not 
allowed to break the law for 2 years? 

I thought the idea was that none of us were supposed to commit any crimes, ever? 

But anyway. Legal jargon is one thing. But what are we supposed to make of it when the police yell at us to 
‘Lay down your arms and put your hands in the air’? I mean, how on earth are you supposed to do that? 

Still, I've managed to get my own back. The police arrest me, right, let’s say for possession of weed. O.K. And 
they go, ‘Anything you say can and will be used against you in a court of law’. O.K. You with me? So I go. 
‘Pogammdldoogileprowoogiesnog’. Heh heh! Now let’s see them use that in a court of law! 

And what’s this nonsense about being innocent until proven guilty? Then why do they arrest you? Do you 
put innocent people in hand-cuffs? Do you drag innocent people, in whatever clothes they happen to be wearing at 
the time, away from their homes, to police stations? Or from in front of their work colleagues and friends? Do you 
put innocent people in ‘holding’? Do you force innocent people to put up millions in dollars they don’t have in bail, 
just for the right to walk around like everyone else? Do you keep innocent people in prison until a trial at which we 
are supposed to believe the Judge and jury are treating them as ‘innocent’ until proven guilty? I mean, is that anyway 
to treat an innocent person? Well, if it wasn’t before the current New World Order Police State, then it certainly is 


NOW! 
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Eugenics stand-up 
What does THIS say about us? We wouldn't dream of letting most people even baby-sit our own children. 
We'd be horrified at the mere idea. We'd go on about how incompetent most people are. 
And yet we let them have 3 or 4 of their own? I mean, is that right? That we don't even consider the rights 
and interests of these 'not-yet-conceived' children? Isn't it like watching a car accident in slow motion, knowing 


what is bound to come, but doing nothing to stop it? Only in this case we could stop it? But we don't? Now where 
does that come from? Eh? 
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Euthanasia stand-up 

O.K, let’s try to joke about Euthanasia. Let’s see now. Yes. Here it is. Stand-up holds up a poster, which is a 
mock-up of the Nazi ones just before WWII. The original ones showed a crippled, helpless, horrid man, with the 
caption "This man will cost you 600,000 dollars over the course of his life’. Only in this mock-up we have a picture of 
a banker. 

And our stand-up comments: 'Hmmm. Yes. There definitely is something to be said for Eugenics. Well 
think about it. All those useless, unproductive, pointless people that cost us hundreds of millions of dollars each 
year. Yes, yes you got it. Of course I'm talking about 'BANKERS, STOCK BROKERS, MARKETING 
EXECUTIVES, AND POLITICIANS' 

Yes, well. And there you were. Thinking I was going to be really politically incorrect and even cruel. Nah. 
Not me. I mean, if people don't WANT to be prettier, smarter, healthier, and more intelligent in all their NEXT 
lives, well good for them. Each to their own. 

And what about this for irony. We feel completely differently about changing a babies nappies than about 
adults getting old and incontinent. Why? Well because the baby has a future. That's pretty much the direction of 
our thinking. Right? But, well, when you think about it. I mean really think about it. That is every baby’s future! 
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Toilet humour stand-up 

Hey, any of you seen the signs in the toilets out here in the waiting rooms? Do they really expect people to 
use that brush and clean up after themselves. I mean, it would be great if they at least flushed. Or even managed to 
get it IN the toilet in the first place. For lots of people THAT seems already too great a challenge. Mmmm. Yeh, so a 
bit ambitious I'd say. 

You know at school I was an outstanding student. True. Really. I tell no lies. Most days you'd find me 
standing outside the class in the hallway. But even I passed potty training. So come on guys. Focus. Toilet. Aim. 
Flush. And the brush? Well I'll leave that for the wish list of things that might happen in a perfect world. 
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Imagine our ‘Toilet sit-down’ comedian at a charity fundraising event. 

The darkened stage lights up and we find our sit-down comedian sitting on the toilet. 

(Giving the audience a filthy look). 'Do you mind?’ (To audience) 

I mean, sure, they told me this was a ‘public toilet’ (making ‘air quote’ marks above his head), but this is 
ridiculous’. 

And I mean, just look at the public, will ya. (He looks around, as if singling out particular members of the 
audience, giving disparaging facial gestures as individuals see themselves in the big screen above the stage which 
shows members of the audience as the camera picks them out) 

He Farts. Then waving his hands around his face 'Oh, the horror, the horror’. 'Oh no, I know what you're 
thinking, but that wasn't me...no...Oh...nooooo...it was her. (He looks in a random direction as if singling out a 
member of the audience, and a face is singled out from the audience on the big screen) 

So. Yeh. Hey. Why is it that hemorrhoid jokes are so funny? I mean there isn't anything funny about 
Hemorrhoids, let me tell you. Oh. No. No I don't mean from personal experience. But it's like women get their 
period in their early teens, and men get their period in their late 40's. Comedian points to some random man in the 
crowd as the camera picks out a likely 40 something man. "You know what I mean, I can tell! 

Funny how things don't change much as you get older. Kids will go you're poo’, to one another, and respond, 
emphatically, ‘no I'm not, you're poo’. (Again the camera picks out some likely couple and the comedian ‘gestures’ to 
them. 'Yeh, see, they know what I'm talking about. But anyway, just today me and my director, well, he was like 
‘You're crap’, and I was like, No Im not, you re crap’. Mmm. 

But the similarities don't end there. Think about it. You give a baby his bottle to pacify the little darling. 
Right? And, like, I give my manager a bottle, to like pacify him. Only difference is the contents. His is Single Malt 
Scotch. My managers, I mean. Not the babies. Babies don't like Scotch. I mean, I guess they wouldn't. But that 
reminds me of what my dear old grandfather used to say 'Keep your women young and your scotch old. Only some 
un-nameable music producers and pop-stars seem to have taken old grandpa’s love for a good '12 year old' quite the 
wrong way. 

(The mic falls over). The Stand-up calls to his 'manager' off the side of the stage. "You don't expect me to get 
that myself do you?’ The manager comes on stage and puts the mic back in position. 

And then to the audience. 'I don't really think he's that bright you know. I mean, I AM the SIT DOWN 
comedian after all, I mean, does he need it spelled out for him? (He makes a face and gesture indicating his manager 
is a bit slow / thick). 

Does it matter if your head is half full or half empty? 

Anyway, my agent is a real smart-arse. I asked him for some feedback about how I should approach a part I'd 
been offered in a cheap ‘made-for-TV movie. He goes ‘Well, Let’s, see now, your character is a 40-ish past-it stand-up 
comedian who hasn't been laid in 10 years. He's desperate, hopelessly not-funny, and his manager is thinking of 
dropping him’ So I go, ‘Right, O.K. So, ah, what's the film about anyway? And my agent goes, in that frustrated, 
disbelieving, devilishly impatient tone of his, ‘It's your autobiography you moron!". 

Well, you know, success in life is all about who you know. To be successful it helps to have friends in high 
places. Me, I've only got high friends in strange places. I'll give you an example of the type. The other day Nick, gotta 
love him, asked me, in all seriousness, "Why is it they have color footage of the Egyptians building the pyramids, but 
only black and white footage of the NASA moon landing?’ Of course he cited this as just one of many proofs that 
the whole moon landing thing was a hoax. 

And then there is Taylor. One day he comes up to me at the club, and he's like ‘I have just found a way to 
travel through time’. He looks at his watch. He shows it to me. Then with the most earnest look he is capable of, he 
holds up his fingers. He then points to his watch. He closes his eyes and has a look of total concentration on his face. 
He waits for 30 seconds. Then with a look of triumph he points to his watch. See! I have traveled FORWARDS in 
time!! He bows to me. And then he adds. 'At home in my room I can travel forward up to 16 hours!’ 
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Hey, I just had an idea. Why do we only use ONE side of the toilet paper? He acts out turning it over and 
using it and then suddenly a look of disgust on his face ' Oh, that'll be the reason’. He gets more toilet paper quickly 
and acts out wiping shit off hands with it. 

Ah, could one of you maybe get me a new roll? This one’s out. 

Thank you. You've been a wonderful audience. (The lights go out, leaving the stage entirely dark, so the 
‘toilet’ prop can be moved off stage) 

An announcement over the supermarket loud speakers suddenly brought Sander out of his reading reverie 
and back into the staff room. He looked up from reading the notes Bob had given him. He checked his watch and 
realised that his ‘break’ had ended over 15 minutes ago. He simply hadn't noticed how the time had flown since he 
had begun reading. He was really happy for Bob. His material was certainly funny. He folded the pages and put them 
inside his jacket, determined to finish reading them the next chance he got. 
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There’s nothing funny about cruelty 


‘But hang on a sec, Bob. You're not one of the 'veg' heads. You're not are you’, Morton's tone was incredulous, but 
also interrogative. 

‘Well’, Bob replied, a little wounded. 

‘What gives then? Why all this song and dance about a vegan stand-up routine?’ Morton continued, 
doubtfully, and in some strange way, even anxiously. 

‘It's Jen. It's for Jen, Morton. I mean. When she was alive she was always on at me about becoming vegetarian 
and all that. And, well, you know me, it just wasn't going to happen. You know I never really thought about it till she 
was gone.’ 

‘Sorry mate. Look we all know how much you loved Jen. We all miss her Bob. We do.’ 

‘Yeh, well, that's it. You see. Did she know? I mean. If something was that important to her, shouldn't it have 
been important to me too? You know the more I think about it the guiltier I feel. And so I resolved to, like, you 
know, do my bit.’ 

‘You mean to say you are going 'veg' on us?' 

‘Yeh, well. Yeh. That's about it. But look, I'm not going to be on at you all the time just because I've gone veg. 
O.K. It's a personal thing. Everyone's got to decide for themselves. But I want people to at least think about it. You 
know? You don't have to worry about me getting people's backs up. I saw it all the time with Jen. Trying to ‘convert 
people an’ all. So I'm gonna try to use humor to get people to at least look at the issues. But, you know, it's just so 
damn hard. It's hard to be funny about animal suffering and human cruelty to them’. 

‘Yeh, well. Yeh I guess so. I mean. But hey. Look. If it means that much to you. Not that I can promise 
anything. But we'll all put thinking caps on and see if we can come up with any ideas’. 

"Thanks mate. I didn't mean to make it anyone else's problem. But that's really great Morton. I mean...’ 

‘Look, don't mention it Bob. That's what mates are for. And don't go getting all teary on me now. You know 
I've got an image to protect’. Morton put his hand on Bob's shoulder and gave him a sympathetic look. 

‘You know, Morton, the thing is, people talk as if they imagine that they themselves do things for the right 
reason, but that is usually only after someone has made them do the right thing. You know neuro-scientists tell us 
that we act on our emotional impulses, and only later, after the fact, rationalise them. Like we aren't rational at all. 
We just do stuff on impulse, and then find explanations and justifications for our actions afterwards. But it is all 
song and dance. We add it for effect. We want to imagine we are rational and all that. True. Really. Facts! They call 
it 'post-retrospective-revisionism’' or sumfink like that.’ 

‘And they've done research that shows that if you get a person to do something, say do something good for 
another person, they will justify having done it afterwards by imagining it was the right thing to do, or that they did 
it because the person they were helping, for example, was a good person. And like with the Nazi's and stuff. Once 
you get a person to be cruel to another person, well they justify it in their own minds by believing the person they 
were cruel to must have deserved it. Like they were 'bad' people’. 

‘Jen was always talking about how many people would speed if there were no police and fines. And how 
many do now still do, even though they know they may get caught and fined’ 

‘Do you think people don't speed because they are worried about killing other people's children and parents? 
Nah. Other people have had children long before cars, and people only started really worrying about their speed 
since we got police and fines.’ 
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"The real problem, as I see it, Morton, is that people are motivated by their own pleasure and relief. The 
interests of other people hardly ever enter into it. Unless of course they have some special relationship, in that they 
get pleasure or relief from these others. You know, like ‘loved’ ones and such like.’ 

‘It’s really just their own pleasure and relief that they are worried about. You see? I mean, ask any cognitive 
scientist. People only act on emotions. They seek pleasure and relief. And they only comply with laws because they 
risk penalties. Deterrents. Costs’. 

‘But when you ask a person why they don't speed, they tell you it’s because they don't want to hurt anyone. 
They are making a virtue out of a necessity of self-interest. The real reason is the fines. They've just rationalised their 
own compliance in a way that massages their egos’. 

‘It’s a sort of masturbation if you like. They don't want to admit the real reason. They make a virtue of fear of 
fines and define their own behavior, to themselves, as noble’. 

‘That's your noble savage’; Bob went on in an excited tone that somehow made Morton feel a little on the 
defensive. ‘But without the deterrence and compulsion, your savage does exactly as it likes. It seeks its own pleasure 
and relief without consideration for others’ 

‘Sure Bob,’ Morton interrupted, ‘but what about empathy, you know, where you suffer to know someone 
else or something else is suffering, and so you gain relief by easing that others suffering. Doesn't that work?’ 

‘Well, in theory, yes, but people just switch off when you try to put it in their face. Like they'll walk around 
the suffering individual and just ignore them. You see it all the time in the city. People just ignore the homeless. The 
suffering. The poor. All the social problems. They just switch off to it. That way if they do actually feel any empathy 
for the suffering of others, they don't have to suffer for it.’ 

"They call it denial and numbing. People just ‘switch off to the other's suffering. It's human nature, Morton.’ 

‘You just try to confront people with all the animal suffering they are responsible for and see how quickly 
people will just turn off. They'll ignore you. If you are lucky. That's the best case scenario. But more likely they'll get 
violent.’ 

In fact Morton had to admit to himself that Bob was getting on his nerves right then, as if he was attacking 
Morton personally, even though Morton knew this was not the case. It was a reflex response. He felt guilty at some 
level. Some vaguely conscious, but most unconscious level. He had read about 'repression' of feelings of guilt and 
how they tended to express themselves indirectly, through seeking to find fault with others, and projecting 
unconscious feelings onto others, as though it was the other that had that impulse, and not the self. 

‘People just won't have it. They'll crucify you for daring to remind them how nasty they are. How cruel and 
heartless. Vegan writers just can't get their movies and stuff in the mass media to start with. Cos the advertisers just 
won't stand for it. And your state run media are no more interested, as the public don't want to know. They don't 
want to be confronted with any inconvenient facts. They want to pretend there is no problem’. 

‘And if they can't ignore the problem, well at least they want to deny any responsibility, and response-ability, 
for the problems. For the pain and suffering’. 

‘And then you've got all these lobbyists pressuring politicians and they'll pressure any government owned 
media’. 

Morton had to agree with Bob. 'You're right, you know, Bob. It just won't happen. You might confront 
individuals in the street with photos and stuff, but they will just feel bad, then switch off. I have to admit I've been 
there, done that.’ 

‘But in my own defense, well, ‘what difference can J make. If J sacrifice something, it won't have any impact. 
TIl just miss out, and the other billions will just go on satisfying themselves. No animals will be saved or spared. No- 
one will benefit. So what’s the point? Why sacrifice anything when no-one is going to benefit. I will miss out. The 
animals will go on suffering.’ 

Bob gave Morton an understanding look. Sure he understood. Before Jen had died in that car accident, he 
had argued with her pretty much on the same lines. He knew it was pretty hopeless. People only did the right thing 
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when the law forced them to. You need laws and you need police to enforce them. You need judges to pass sentences 
and you need prisons to put offenders in. You need big fines and penalties for offenders. 

Morton felt strange, arguing the Vegan case, but wanted to console Bob if he could. ‘See, Bob, what you 
Vegans really ought to be doing is putting all your energy into finding some law-makers, some legislators, with a 
heart for animals. And in finding alternatives for industry, so any changes will be painless to them, economically.’ 

‘And you will probably need an army, Bob. Let’s face it. If it wasn't for armies, lots of people today would still 
keep slaves. I mean, how many millions of Americans died fighting to free the slaves? Do you think the south would 
be slave-free today if it was left to their own individual consciences? If it was not a matter of law, but a matter of 
‘conscience’? You don't think they'd find all the same excuses and justifications as their grand-parents had for 
keeping slaves?’ 

‘And how many people would still be practicing cannibalism, Bob? Loads of people would still be eating 
other people. If you didn't have laws, and policing, and finally armies to enforce them, to give the whole legal 
structure some ‘punch’. I don't want to put a damper on your enthusiasm Bob. Certainly I understand you want to 
keep Jen's legacy alive. And if I'm not mistaken, you seem to really have taken the whole Vegan thing to heart. To be 
honest you've even got me thinking. But let’s face it Bob. If you want the Public's attention, you'll probably have to 
become terrorists. You know, like that 'Animal Liberation Army' mob I've heard about. Maybe you should join 
them.’ 

‘You'll have to make it 'cost' something to be cruel. Personally. I mean it can't be general and vague. It has to 
be concrete and personal. A concrete and personal potential cost. A deterrent. A real risk of consequences. That's 
how your terrorism works. You make each individual feel vulnerable. See you can't afford a massive army able to 
literally punish each individual. So you make them all feel equally vulnerable. Then they are all ears. Only cos they 
want to avoid the negative consequences’. 

Bob was positively surprised with Morton's supportive responses. But then he felt a little guilty at having 
assumed his own moral superiority over Morton. Surely it had taken Jen's death to snap Bob out of his own 
empathetic fog. He was no better than Morton. So why should Morton be any less responsive to compelling 
arguments than himself? He gave Morton room to think, rather than dominate the conversation himself. And after 
a moment's reflection Morton continued, the spark Bob had thrown at him having really lit a fire beneath him. 

‘And if what you were saying about those neuro-scientists and stuff, Bob, once people change their habits, 
whatever their original motive, they will , afterwards, what did you call it '‘post-retrospectively', convince themselves 
they are doing it because it is the right thing to do. You know, that whole 'revisionism' thing where they pretend to 
themselves that they have pro-active, self-less motives. I mean, who wants to admit they act out of fear. And that at 
heart they don't give a damn about the suffering of others? Then you'll have converted everyone Bob. Then you'll 
have your converts. Then you'll have your ‘justice for all’. Then you'll have granted all the animals their 
‘manumission’, so to speak. Unchained them. Let them out of their cages. Opened their prison gates. Once and for 
all. That'll be an end to the violence and cruelty.’ 

Morton felt himself strangely filled with revolutionary fervor. As if he had suddenly accepted his own 
responsibility for the suffering in the world, and all the energy that had been going into repressing that guilt, and 
projecting it upon the world, was now suddenly being directed towards positive change. 

‘So you'll have to make it 'risky', Bob, for the ‘scientist’ or ‘researcher’ or ‘consumer’ to exploit their power 
over animals. You will have to make them feel vulnerable. That their actions could easily have bad consequences for 
themselves, or others they care about. You will have to make consumers worried that the next time they consume 
that product that was tested on animals, or which is made from animals, they may suffer as much as the animals did 
in producing it. You have the make that laboratory technician nervous. Will this cat explode? Is it laced with 
anthrax? When I go to experiment on it, and force it to suffer as a means to my own ends, will I pay an even greater 
price than that which I had been willing to force it to pay? 
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‘You see, Bob, only when the costs of animal cruelty, real and potential, outweigh the benefits, only then will 
people stop exploiting their power over animals. Right now the rule is ‘Might is right’. That is the only concept most 
people understand. Might. Your cat, your pig, your cow. They are powerless to defend their rights, and so people 
don't respect their rights. Same goes with the not-yet-conceived ‘future-persons' and the fetus in the mother's womb. 
No power. No rights. No army fighting for their rights. So no-one respects their rights.’ 

'T'm really sorry Bob, but that's how I see things. Still, you know you are one of my best mates, Bob. So we 
will put our heads together and see if we can manage to come up with anything. I don't think you are going to 
convert anyone through comedy, but at least you might get them to think or feel for a moment. And like Oscar 
Wilde said, ‘If you are going to tell people the truth, make them laugh, or they will kill you’. 

‘Look, we all know your hearts in the right place. And you know how much Jen meant to us all’. Bob could 
see that Morton meant this. He knew it deep in his soul. Morton was a good mate. He had been a good mate to Jen 
too. Even if they had not seen eye to eye on a lot of things. 

"Thanks Morton. I mean what you've said is really depressing, but at least it offers me a way forward. And I 
really appreciate any help with this stand-up business. Like you say, it might get a few people to think and feel about 
animal rights. It may make a difference. And I'm not up to becoming a terrorist quite yet. I'm not much of a 
politician either. So this is about as much as I can do. And thanks for Jen too. I know she's looking on right now and 
smiling. I feel she has become a lot lighter, as if she has passed on the baton to us, and can now rest easily. It was that 
important to her, you know Morton. I wish I had of done more when she was still with us. But in a way I feel she still 
is with us. She wanted to leave the world a better place than it was when she entered it. I think she has. She's made 
me a better person, I can tell you' 

Morton's eyes teared up and he felt self-conscious, but at the same time not too proud to let Bob know that 
he missed Jen too, and that their little conversation just now felt like a real revelation. A turning point in his own 
life. He wondered how he could have been so blind to his own part in the world's suffering. But he was going to 
make amends. He didn't quite know how, but he was going to do his bit. He'd start by giving Bob's idea for a Vegan 
stand-up routine his full consideration. 
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Rocker Red 


Bob had decided to give his old mate ‘Red’ a visit. He'd called him and arranged to meet him on the set of his latest 
television commercial. Red was promoting a line of Red rocker’ signature series guitars and accessories. They were 
made in China, and Red was not too impressed with the quality. Still, he'd entered into an agreement with the 
manufacturer, and now he could not pull out. 

‘Bob. Mate. What's up? Hey, look, I've got to get this shoot done, then we can talk. K? Look you can stand 
over there, next to that chick in the leggings. I'm sure she aint wearin’ no panties under them tights, Bob. I mean, 
check out that camel toe will ya. Jeez bob. I'm gettin’ horny. Better get my mind on something else for a bit. Gotta 
get this gig in the bag. I'm in a bit of a money crisis ya know. O.K, so you go over there by miss ‘look at my snatch’ 
and I'll get this over as painlessly as possible.’ 

At that Rodney 'Red' Jeffries went across to his manager and had a bit of a heated argument. The longer 
they argued, the more impatient the set director was getting. 

‘Are we ready there Red? Look, this is all costing me by the hour. So can we get it done and under wraps and 
get out of here? Cool bananas.’ 

‘Red’ put on his old ‘trademark’ red jacket, and picked up the ‘axe’ that he was here to sell. He had sold the 
rights to use his name and endorsement to repay a pretty nasty debt to some even nastier characters. He began 
playing the guitar. ‘Shit man, you can't be serious. Have we got another one? This one's bollocks. Look at me hands 
mate. Look.’ He held his hands up for everyone to see. They were red and scratched. There even appeared to be some 
blood. 

‘Look we've gone over this before Red. They're all like that. These things retail for about two hundred bucks. 
What do you expect?’ 

‘Oh you've got to be kidding’, Red moaned to his manager. You mean I'm endorsing this crap? This junk? 
Look at that fretwork. Look what it's done to my hands:.' 

Dawson, his manager, had nothing to answer. ‘Look Red. We've gone over the contracts. If you back out of 
this it will cost you more than you've ever spent on coke in your life. So how ‘bout we just do this thing and get out 
of here? K?' 

‘Right man. As you say. O.K. O.K. Give me that piece of crap’. He was handed the guitar by an assistant. She 
had polished it again as he was speaking. 'You right to go producer man? O.K. Let’s get this gig in the bag’ 

An hour later they were finished. Bob had taken every chance to look for ‘panty lines' on that girl Red had 
pointed out. He had gone over to her as Red had directed. No panty lines to be seen. Only that beautiful ‘camel toe’. 
And she had a lovely long pussy to boot. Such a lovely crack all the way up the front. Jeez he would love to cop a feel, 
he thought to himself. 

Just then 'Red' came up to the girl, put his hand between her thighs, his hand covering her crotch, and gave 
her a kiss on the mouth. ‘Mindy, this is Bob. Bob, this is my girl, Mindy’. 

Bob gave a laugh. "You rotten mutt, you. That was a dirty trick if ever I saw one. You lucky mongrel. You 
were always lucky with the ladies.’ 

‘Yeh mate. Can't complain. Muso's are snatch magnets. But don't you worry mate. Girls love a man who can 
make 'em laugh. And from what I've heard, you've been real busy workin' on your comedy stuff. Am I right? Hey? 
Hey? Don't go all coy on me mate’. 

‘Yeh, well, you know. Nothing's come of it so far, but...’ 

‘Ah don't give me that. You're a funny guy. You're gonna make it. Just a matter of time. You'll see.’ 
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‘Mindy leaned closer to 'Red' and said something in his ear’. Red smiled and replied. "Yeh, sure he's into girls. 
Sure, sure, give Suzie a call. He'll be right up her alley. And he'll be right up hers, given half a chance’. With this he 
gave Bob a big lascivious wink. ‘Right up both her alleys, if she'll let ‘im, 'ey Bob?'. Mindy gave Bob a big, warm, 
friendly, accepting, approving smile. 

‘Suzie likes to fuck. You like to fuck do you Bob? Cos Suzie likes cock up the arse an’ all. You'd never know 
to look at ‘er. Looks as sweet and innocent as a catholic school-girl. But don't let that fool ya. She loves cock Bob. 
And if you like pussy, well you can't go wrong. So ya in or what?’ 

‘Sure, Mindy. This Suzie sounds like good value. And to be honest it’s been a while. So I'm all in if she's up 
for it.’ 

‘Oh, she's up for it' Mindy chimed in, her face one big smile. "Long as you is up for it. Up. Ya get it? ‘ey? 
Hear that Red. Up for it. See, I should be a comedian too.’ 

‘Yeh yeh sweetheart. But I aint gonna share you with no-wun. Ya hear? You'z my pussy baby. You'z my 
sweety’, Red countered. 

‘Ah cum on Red. 'Nuff of that sweet talk. Ya gonna get me all wet. And ya know I ain't wearin’ no panties. 
It'll show right through in no time. All big shiny damp patch round me pussy.’ 

At this Red put his hand back between her legs, then brought them back up to his nose. Inhaling deeply he 
sighed 'Ah, what a sweet sweet pussy you have sweety’. 

'O.K then me darlins', Mindy said with a resolved tone. "We're outta here. Toot sweet. Let’s go Bobby me 
boy. You'z is gonna have sum big fun tonight, if I aint mistaken. An' I aint!’ 

So Bob took a ride with them with the limo service that came with the endorsement deal. 'Like old times ‘ay 
Red. Must bring back memories’, Bob offered. 

‘Yeh Bobby boy. Sure does. A whole lotta drugs, pussy, and hangovers’. Red reflected out loud. 

Meanwhile Mindy was on the phone. ‘Yeh Suzie, I tell ya, he's real cute. Nice big fellow. No silly, I don't 
mean his cock. I'll leave you to find out about that for yaself. K? Cool Bananas sweetie. We'll be home in about 
twenny. You get over there fast. You know the codes for the gate honey. And for the entrance. Help your sweet self 
to a drink if we're a bit late. K? Ciao bambino!’ 

She slipped over the wide bend seats to snuggle up close to Red. 'So baby’, red enquired of Mindy, 'is Bobby 
gettin’ laid or what?’ 

‘Now that's up to them two consentin’ adults like, Red. But if Bob's UP for it. Get it. UP for it’. 

‘Yeh yeh sweety we get the joke. You's a comedienne for sure. Right Bob? 

‘Oh, yes, certainly Cindy. But I wouldn't recommend the life of a stand-up to anyone. Best just keep your 
talent for your friends.’ 

‘Yeh, that sounds like good advice Bob. See Mindy, I told ya he's one of the good ‘uns’. 

They pulled into the drive of the mansion, paid for in the days when ‘Rocker Red's' royalty checks afforded 
him every conceivable luxury, and some you'd probably never have ever conceived of! 

It was getting dark, and the lights were on inside. Mindy went straight to her room to ‘change inta sumfink a 
lot more comftable like’. Cindy went with her, leaving Red and Bob alone. 

‘Now look Bob. I'm not into that ‘group sex' stuff. So once you and Cindy are ready, you two go off down to 
the bungalow by the pool. It's all set up. Porn on the cable TV. Bar. Fridge with loads of snacks. Take your time. 
And when you're all done, come back and we'll all watch a movie together. Maybe play some charades an’ all. Chat 
about the good ol' days. K?' 

Just then the girls came back, giggling, falling over each other in laughter. 

‘Look Mindy, I was just saying how Bob and Suzie might like some privacy. You know. To get to know one 
another better. So I suggested the pool bungalow.’ 
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The girls nodded at each other, laughing still. Mindy giggled something about ‘that being the best place if 
you's gonna get all wet like’ and Suzie gave Bob the once over with her bright green eyes. She smiled, putting Bob at 
ease. 

‘Sure Red’, Suzie added. 'If that's what you boys have worked out for us little girls. Sounds like fun. Shall we 
go Bob?’ 

‘Sure. Well. Yes. Of course. Let’s go. Why not 'Ey?' 

And so they headed down to the pool. They'd both been here many times before. Yet they'd never met. So 
many people came to Red's parties. So many different types of people. They all had fun in their own ways. Red never 
made anyone do things his way. Everyone was free to have their own sort of fun. And so it was nothing unusual for 
people to have been at many of his parties, and yet never to have really 'met' each other. 

Suzie put her arm through Bob's as they walked. He opened the door for her to go in first. 'Ah, a gentleman. 
That's nice Bob. But look, once we start fucking, don't go all gentleman on me, K? I likes a good hard fucking Bob. 
Harder is better. Treat me like your fuck-doll baby. Fuck me good and hard. UP the arse I love it. But you take 
control. I want you to use me to pleasure your cock Bob. That's what makes me cum hard baby.’ 

Bob's imagination was running riot. His cock was hard as. As soon as he had the door closed he felt Cindy 
reaching for his zipper, carefully pulling it down and easing his rock hard cock out of his pants. He felt her velvet, 
warm, wet tongue flicking the head, licking and sucking. But she couldn't open her jaw wide enough to take his cock 
in her mouth. He came in a hot spurt all over her face. She smiled, and went off to the bathroom to wipe the sticky 
white mess off. 

‘Just for starters, Bobby. I'll be back in a tick’, she encouraged him, winking over her shoulder as she turned 
to go down the hallway. She had obviously been in here before, Bob could not fail to note, for she found the 
bathroom directly, and Bob soon heard her humming happily, the tiled surfaces adding a nice reverb, emphasizing 
the soft deep undertones of her voice. 

Bob got undressed and laid his clothes on a chair. He got into the huge bed, feeling the soft cotton sheets 
welcoming embrace. He couldn't help think about her not being able to open her mouth. TMJ, he thought to 
himself. 'I think I can help her too’, he was glad to reflect. 

When she came back she was in a very light ‘baby-doll’ tunic and sheer, virtually see-through panties. 
Apparently Suzie was either living there, or had become regular enough a guest for here to keep some of her own 
things there. For a second Bob couldn't get the image of Suzie, Mindy, and Red having messy sex in this bed. But the 
sheets felt freshly laundered. 'So what the heck’, he concluded to himself. He put the image out of his head and 
resolved himself to enjoy the moment. She climbed into the bed and nestled in close to Bob. Something of Bob's 
reflections must have carried over into his face, for Suzie immediately felt something was wrong, and asked him as 
much. 

‘Ah, no. Nothing sweets. Just thinking. About your, ah... ' he lied, his mind seeking out the best way to raise 
the issue of her TMJ. She looked up at him so adoringly and blissfully, with a true air of empathy for his possible 
troubles, that for a moment Bob's mind went completely empty. Then thoughts pierced his bliss, as if jealous of his 
attention. 

‘Cindy. Do you often get migraines? You know, tension headaches? Maybe you get pain in one ear quite 
often? 

‘Now you mention it Bobby, yeh, I do. Terrible migraines. And ear pain too. On the left side. And I can't 
clear me ears to go scuba diving an’ all. And flying is a terror for me, like when they're landing I can't get me ears 
clear. Why you ask? 

"Well, see, you have trouble opening your mouth wide, don't you Cindy? 

‘Yeh, sorry Bobby. I know guys love all that deep throat stuff. I'll do anything you like. But I just can't open 
me mouth that much. Haven't been able to since I can remember’. 
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‘Nah, Cindy, you were great. Nothing to be apologizing for. But you see, all those things are symptoms of a 
TMJ. It’s a jaw problem. And I know how to fix it. And it's not hard at all. Will only take a few weeks of exercises. I 
mean... ‘Bob hesitated, in case he was being too pushy...'I mean if you're interested. It's just, you know, I had a similar 
problem’. 

At this Suzie laughed loudly, clearly enjoying some joke which was at first lost on Bob. "You mean you 
couldn't deep throats? Well, Bob, clearly there's a side to you that you've been keeping secret’ she added laughingly. 

Bob suddenly understood the joke. ‘Oh, no, not like that, I mean, like, I've got nothing against that, I mean, 
each to his own, but, ah...’ Bob heard himself and he did not sound at all convincing, so he gave up, defeated. 

‘Come on Bob, I was only joking. But in a way it’s a little sad, you know, you're sexuality being so limited, 
like, to just girls an’ all’. To defuse Bob's discomfort she took a different tact, remembering he had been talking 
about some sort of exercises. 

‘You were talking about some exercises? What sort of exercises?’ Suzie asked, trying to change the subject 
back to where Bob was comfortable again. 

'Yeh, exercises. My niece is studying singing. Well actually she calls it vocal training. She lent me a copy of a 
book her teacher recommended. It's really about singing. Vocal training. You know. But it has all this stuff in it 
about correct breathing, correct posture, and TMJ. And it worked for me. I had TMJ too. Look. I can easily get 3 
fingers in my mouth.' At this he made a 3 fingered ‘gun’ and easily put it in his mouth’. 

‘Wow Bob. Don't shoot. Heterosexuality is no grounds for suicide!’ she pleaded playfully. ‘But seriously. 
That's pretty wild. It'd be great if what you say is true’, she added, in a hopeful tone. 

Bob thought back to last year. 'Look, a year ago I couldn't even open my mouth for the dentist. She thought 
I was playing games with her. She couldn't believe how little I could open my mouth. And I had such terrible 
migraines, tension headaches, nausea, teeth grinding, and ear aches. I had not even been aware that I had been 
grinding my teeth all night until the dentist asked me diplomatically if I was aware doing so. She showed me, in her 
mirror, where my teeth had been wearing down. She'd left it at that. And I didn't really think about it. But then 
when I began reading that book from my Niece a whole lot of pieces of the puzzle all fell together and I suddenly 
realised that I was suffering from TMJ.’ 

‘And so I did all the exercises, and things improved pretty quickly. I never cared much for singing. But that 
book saved my life Cindy. Really.’ 

‘What's it called? You'll bring a copy over for me will you Bob? To my place?’ 

‘Sure. My pleasure. Oh, some guy called Kim Jestem is the author. I think he's a philosopher or something. 
My niece picked it up online. I remember the names because I've recommended the book to so many people already. 
It just changed my life. Almost a miracle. I'm sure it'll work for you too.' 

‘Oh Bob, you really are a sweety. Why can't there be more blokes like you? And a nice cock on you too' 

‘Really? You think so. I mean about the cock?’ 

"Yes Bobby baby. Now fuck me. K? Fuck me good and hard. Use me to pleasure your cock. Make your cock 
cum baby. Anything you want, you do it. I'm up for it. And I can see now that you are too. Up for it, like! He He! 
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Freedom and release. Clara, Jeff, and the A.L.A 


'I hear you've been doing a sort of ‘Mad Scientist’ number in your father's garage. Is that right Jeff?’ Clara said, her 
face a big grin. She was standing behind Jeff. Her voice had a magical effect on him. He waited a moment, savoring 
the delicious sensation of hearing her say his name, before turning to face her. He sort of hoped she might think he 
hadn't heard, and repeat his name, maybe even tap him on the shoulder. But he was too impatient to see her. He was 
under her spell. He turned almost immediately, despite his best efforts to discipline his enthusiasm. 

‘Clara! Hi. Yeh, but it's all top secret, K?' 

"He he. Yep. My lips are sealed’ 

Only in Jeffs imagination her lips were wide open, inviting him to kiss them. Or better sealed around his 
hard, aching, throbbing...’ 

‘Jeff?’ 

‘Sorry. What is it Clara?’ 

‘Only, you suddenly looked like you were miles away. In another world’ 

Blushing slightly, Jeff swallowed. 'Yeh. A better place’. He smiled and Clara laughed that delicious laugh of 
hers. Jeff brightened as he luxuriated in that laughter. 

Clara was the reason Jeff had joined the local animal sanctuary. Clara was the reason for the ‘experiments’. 
He was determined to impress her, somehow. And he figured that if he pulled off some big ‘stunt’, he just might do 
1t. 

"Will I see you at the next animal shelter meeting Jeff? Don't forget there's one this Thursday’ 

‘Of course Clara. You know I'm passionate about eliminating all cruelty and violence.’ 

Clara smiled at this, staring him full in the eyes. Jeff almost melted away into nothingness. A calm, pure, 
blissful oblivion. Then he felt his legs almost give way, and he came crashing back into reality, barely in time to keep 
himself from falling crashing to the ground. Only he didn't mind. So long as Clara was in that reality, it was fine by 
him. If only she would fall with him, he would fall into any oblivion more than willingly. 

Then he had an idea. ‘Actually, Clara, I've been working on a few ‘freedom machines’, as I like to call them. 
Maybe if you've got some time you might come over to Dad's garage and let me know what you think?’ 

Clara gave him a look that hinted that she was not so sure about Jeff's motives, but at the same time she was 
flattered as to the lengths he was apparently going to impress her. She was a flesh and blood girl after all. Not just 
some idealistic impression. She let her eyes quickly survey Jeff's ‘package’. Quick enough to avoid any ‘suspicion’ on 
Jeff's part. 

‘Sure. Look. How about I come over this afternoon?’ 

Jeff's mind was suddenly, swiftly, but meticulously mentally moving around his ‘lab’, deciding whether he 
was ready to ‘show off any of his ‘bag of tricks’. He decided he had ‘removed all the bodies’ and had left no 'damning 
evidence’. He returned back to his body with a slight electric jolt, and an affirmative response escaping his lips. "Yeh, 
sure. That'd be great. Only don't expect too much. You see they are mostly still in the prototype stage. But I have 
great expectations’. 

Clara hoped some of those ‘expectations’ involved her with her panties around her ankles. Or at least with 
his hands inside them. 'O.K. Let’s say I come over around seven-ish? That she said to Jeff. To herself she thought 
‘and let’s hope I'm cumming not long after!’ 

Clara then continued on her way, glancing back to make sure that Jeff's gaze was following her. She got the 
confirmation she was seeking, and gave Jeff a friendly smile. 
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Jeff's mind was in a turmoil. He decided he'd best get back to his 'lab' pronto, to get ready for her visit. He'd 
give her a little demonstration of his latest advances in ‘animal liberation hardware’. And if he played all his cards 
right, who knows. He might manage to get some ‘spade work’ in. He was prepared to take as long as it needed. Clara 
was his ideal girl. And not in an idealistic sense. In a completely flesh-and-bones sense. In a completely ‘desperate to 
fuck her' sense. But more than that. He actually liked her too. That was a rare combination. That spelled ‘keeper’ to 
him. He was prepared to do whatever it took to catch his prize. She meant a lot to him. More than he would 
understand for some time. More than he was consciously aware of. But he felt the impulse as strongly as the need to 
breathe. 

As the time approached for Clara's visit Jeff became more and more anxious. He tested the wiring of his 
‘timers’. He fluffed out his "Trojan Cow’ suit. He checked that the remote control of his mechanical hen several 
times, to make sure all the batteries were loaded, and nothing was ‘shorting’. 

Lost in all these preparations, he didn't noticed that it had gone ten past seven. Moreover, he hadn't even 
noticed when Clara had come into the garage. His dad had let her in. He was impressed with Jeffs good taste and 
good fortune to have such a lovely girl coming to visit. 

Jeff?’ 

Jeff startled almost guiltily, his reflex movements flinging the wire cutters that were in his hands against the 
wall. 

‘Guilty conscience?’ Clara joked. ‘Sorry I snuck up on you like that. I was just so fascinated, watching you at 
work. It all looks so fantastic. Like in some Science fiction film.’ 

‘Sorry. I didn't realise it was so late. I was just...'. Clara enjoyed watching his trying to regain his balance, 
searching for words, and his general sense of being just a little ‘lost’. It endeared him to her. It was charming in a way 
she could not express. She gave him an unconscious smile which left him even more adrift and unsure of himself. 
But he managed to collect himself enough to speak. ‘Anyway’. And then he was saved by the recollection of why 
Clara had arranged to come over to see him that night. ‘Oh, here are some of the things I've been working on’, he 
said with a tinge of pride, and a little uncertainty, gesturing towards his ‘work table’. 

"Wow Jeff. Looks great.’ 

Jeff was thinking, ‘yeh, sure looks great’. "You look great’. 'I could just eat you up you look so delicious’. But 
all he said was "Thanks'’. 

'O.K. So. First. Here's Lucy. She's my ‘terminator’ hen. See, the eyes. They're lasers.’ He fumbled as he 
picked up the remote control. ‘See, she is remote controlled.’ At this he made Lucy dance about, and even ‘chuckle’ 
like a hen. ‘And the eyes. Well right now they are just laser pointers. But look.’ At this he directed Lucy's 'eyes' 
towards a spot on the wall. 'Look over there at that PETA poster there’, he said, pointing to the poster. 

Clara watched as the two red laser dots appeared on the poster. ‘See they're just laser pointers now, but what 
if they were real lasers? See. They could burn through electrical cables, dis-arming security systems, and maybe even 
cutting through locks and bars one day! 

‘Cool', Clara laughed. ‘Sorry, I'm not laughing at you. This is so cool. Lucy is adorable. It's just a funny, you 
know, a chicken with laser beam eyes.' 

Jeff took the cue, and put Lucy into a sort of chicken dance he had especially ‘choreographed’. At this Clara 
broke out into hysterics of laughter. Jeff joined her. 'Here, you take the controls. It's easy’. He handed her the remote 
control, standing at first beside her, and then behind her, with her in his arms, as his hands guided hers on the 
remote. Together they made Lucy dance. 

They broke down into fits of hysterical laughter again and again as Lucy danced, her bright laser eyes flashing 
across the walls. The shared experience of joy and mirth broke down any barriers to intimacy that might have existed 
between the two. 
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Suddenly they both realised that they were in each other’s arms. Jeff could smell the warm scent rising off her 
body. Clara felt his arms around her. His hands touching hers. There was a sudden explosion of pheromones and 
hormones. And then a loud knock at the door brought them back to their senses. 

‘Sorry Jeff, Clara. I thought maybe you'd like some cocoa and marshmallows. They're made with pectin, you 
know. No animal cruelty involved. And the cocoa was ‘fair trade'.' 

‘Oh hello Mrs. Davies’, Clara said, untangling herself casually and unselfconsciously from Jeffs arms. 
"Thanks. I'd love some’. 

Jeff was at first a little angry with his mum. But then, seeing the two of his favorite women together, he felt a 
flow of warmth flood over him. 

"Thanks mum. You're a dear’. "This is Clara, a friend from the animal shelter.’ 'I was just showing her Lucy’. 

‘Isn't she wonderful?’ Mrs. Davies proudly gushed to Clara. 'Have you shown her your "Trojan Cow’ yet 
Jeff? At this Mrs. Davies walked over to the cow suit that Jeff had laid over a chair. 'He calls it his "Trojan Cow’. 
‘Isn't it realistic?’ 'I imagine he wants to sneak into some dairy one night to ‘free’ the cows. Isn't that right dear? 
That's what you kids at the animal shelter have planned, isn't it? Like all those PETA people? If you ask me you're all 
wonderful. I'd join in myself, only, well, I'm a bit old for those sorts of shenanigans. But I tell you I am so proud of 
Jeff for taking such an interest in protecting animals from cruelty. And I'm so glad he has friends like you, Clara’. 

Mrs. Davies suddenly realised that there was a real sort of electric tension in the air. At first she could not 
place it. Then she suddenly blushed a little at the realisation. She wanted to stay and get to know this lovely girl that 
had come to visit her son, but she stopped herself. She would have to sacrifice her own curiosity, at least for now. 
‘But I see that you too have a lot of work to do. So I'll just leave the cocoa and marshmallows here, and leave you to 
it'. At this she gave Jeff a loving, supportive, approving smile, smiled at Clara, and left the two alone. 

‘You've got such a lovely mum Jeff. 

‘Yeh, she's a dear’ 

They sat and drank their cocoa and ate their marshmallows in a very comfortable silence. Clara kept gazing 
around the room, then returning her gaze, smilingly, to Jeff's face. Jeff looked at his cocoa, glad to have something to 
do with his hands as he picked out marshmallows, some of which he put in his cocoa. But most of the time his gaze 
was centered completely upon Clara. She was beautiful. The way her eyes lit up when she smiled. Her full lips. Her 
clear skin. The dimples that appeared in her cheeks when she laughed. 

He didn't even notice that she was wearing a very short, tight skirt. He didn't even notice she wasn't wearing 
a bra. She had gone to a lot of effort to look as sexy, yet casual, as she could. Trying to look as good as she could, 
without appearing to have made the effort to do so. It was a high art. A high feminine art. It was such a fine line 
between looking too eager, and appearing disinterested, indifferent. 

She had even changed her panties three times. Just in case. She'd gone with the tiny white ones that crept 
right up her crack, and showed every detail of her slit. She'd read somewhere that guys loved this ‘camel toe’ look 
more than any sort of lingerie. Simple white panties with a camel toe, it seemed, were what guys wanted in a girl. At 
least in terms of under-wear. Then she corrected herself. ‘Panties’. That was the word guys liked to hear. For some 
reason it was much more sexual for them. 

He was not conscious of the fact, no more than she was, that their brains were being flooded with 
pheromones. In response each other's pheromones, their bodies were releasing a further cascade of chemicals. It was 
like their bodies were silently speaking with each other. Sharing information. Unconsciously comparing their 
chemical make-ups, communicating in the language of smell and pheromone. And they were both unconsciously 
coming to the same conclusion. Compatibility. They were just enough alike, and more importantly, opposite in the 
key areas, to signal a compatible match. 

Most people do not realise that the ultimate test of a relationship is smell. Few are consciously aware of the 
role that smell plays in our coupling. 
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Instinctively, even before she was aware of what she was doing, Clara leaned into Jeff and kissed him on the 
mouth. Her tongue slid between his warm, wet, sweet, chocolate-tasting lips, and softly, gently, and ever so sexily 
caressed his tongue. His cock instantly pressed against his pants, as the crotch of her panties became soaked. 

His hand, in an automatic reflex, reached between her legs. He felt her wetness at once. Her pantied crotch 
was soaked. It was the most delicious sensation, to feel that warm, soft wetness. 

Instantaneously Clara became overcome with lust. Before she knew it she was up and on top of him. Neither 
noticed as they fell to the ground. His hand was between her legs. She was humping his hand and moaning from her 
open mouth, her tongue in his mouth. He tasted her warm breath, mingled with the cocoa and marshmallow 
sweetness. He felt her wetness soaked panty crotch as she ground her clit against his hand. She was cumming, with 
his tongue in her mouth and his fingers, which now found their own way inside her, thrusting in and out, his thumb 
caressing her clit. She kept cumming again and again as he fucked her with his fingers more and more forcefully. He 
came in his pants just from the pressure of the material of his pants on the head of his cock, and the sheer 
psychological intensity of her orgasms, her heavenly scent, her mouth warm, her tongue greedy and insistent. 

She began laughing uncontrollably from the pleasure. It became unbearable. She was now fighting against his 
hand with all her might. He was using all his strength to continue fingering her to another orgasm. And then they 
both collapsed in a heap together, completely exhausted. Spent. In that blissful oblivion of complete release. That 
brief Bardot succeeding Hieros Gamos, Holy Union. 
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Bob’s mates come through for him 


Bob was about to start his shift, as Morton was doing his final rounds before finishing his. After each shift they were 
required to make entries in the security log book. Occasionally someone wrote something funny. But generally they 
merely noted their shift start and end times, any ‘detections’ they had observed, details of any times police had been 
called, and any notes about suspicious characters. Now and then even a bright idea about how to improve security. 

Bob and Morton crossed paths as Bob was making a ‘pit stop’ in the staffroom, before beginning his shift. 
"Hey, Bob. How's things. Looking UP, or so I hear. Hey Bob? 'Ey?' 

Bob couldn't keep the grin from his face. 'Yeh, well, you know Morton, it’s been a while. After, you know. I 
didn't see how I could sleep with another woman. But I guess it had to happen sooner or later. Still, I do still feel a 
little like I'm cheating.’ 

Morton's demeanor was sympathetic. 'Look mate. No-one was ever as loyal as you. Jill would have wanted 
you to go on living. I'm sure. No two ways about it. She was a super lady. She didn't want anyone or anything to ever 
suffer on her account. And while we didn't see eye to eye with her all the time, especially about all this vegan stuff, 
the lads and I got together to do a bit of a brain-storming last night to see if we could work up a routine that would 
honor the special person that Jill was. And maybe it's not much, but it is a start. Maybe something you could work 
with. You know. That idea of yours of doing some stand-up routines to do with animal rights.’ 

"Wow. Really? Thanks Morton. You've really come through for me, mate. Is that it? Can I take it home with 
me now? I'm really keen to read it’. 

‘Sure Bob' Morton replied, glad to see Bob so enthusiastic. ‘Like I said, it's just a start. But we wanted you to 
know that we are all behind you. It's more of a token gesture than anything. But...’ 

‘No, no, I'm sure it's great. Thanks a heap’, Bob interrupted, genuinely grateful. 'Let the guys know how 
much it means to me. Look, I've got to get back out on the floor or the Boss'll be onto me. K?' 

‘Sure Bob. And Bob' 

"Yeh? 

‘Nothing, Just great to see you back to your old self. Someone really got laid good and proper didn't they 
Bobby boy. Well can't say you don't deserve it. Right then. Better be off. 

"Thanks mate. See ya’. 

As soon as Bob let the guy he was relieving know he was on the floor, and he had done a quick ‘go around’ to 
make sure everyone in the store knew he was around, and who was on duty, Bob took out the folded printed page 
from his pocket, and began reading. 
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Ideas for Bob’s vegan stand-up 


Voice-over: ' these pathetic creatures are taken from their natural environment. They are forced into 
cramped living conditions. They suffer terrible overpopulation due to uncontrolled reproduction. This often results 
in them pecking and biting each other’. We then go to a shot of yuppies in an over-crowded night-club bitching and 
bickering. 

A woman is interviewing for a 'man in the street’ angle on the new PETA 'T'd rather go naked than wear fur' 
campaign. She is outside the PETA rally in New York. She has finally found someone willing to be interviewed live 
on camera. It is a young man. 'Yeh, I mean, I fully respect that position. I mean, I for one can fully appreciate a nice 
shaved...’ and the interviewer suddenly realises where he is heading and pulls the mic away as diplomatically as she 
can. 

Voice-over "These women feel lovely and warm in these fur coats, and so did the poor wretched miserable 
creatures who used to wear them’. (We go to a shot of down-on-their-luck unemployed anorexic super-models). 

Animals wryly commenting to each other. 'You know I just don't get these human females. First they shave 
off all their own fur. And then they want to wear ours!’ And I mean, a shaved ‘beaver’ looks great, but a shaved 
beaver? 

Voice-over: "There is a sport where they send a pack of dumb, inbred, brutal, vicious animals after some 
poor, vulnerable, defenseless animal. And we all pay to see the photos. Yes, I'm talking about 'the paparazzi’. (We go 
to a shot of paparazzi chasing after some famous pop-star) 

And these ones are just an animal ones. But still might be useful: 

A whiskey connoisseur is tasting some Single Malt Whiskeys for his TV show. 'Hmm. I taste a hint of peat, 
maybe some raspberry, and wait. Yes. Just off in the distance, a young doe is softly pawing the turf, and it's doing a... 
PWAH. He spits it out with a sour look on his face. ‘Just a bit too much of the deer’. 

Voice-over: 'He wants you to think he is a harmless, cute bunny. But he is a super-fiend bent on world 
domination’. ‘Bunny’: no, I am just a cute friendly bunny’. 'Voice-over: 'Ha! Got ya. Bunnies can't talk’. Bunny: 'Oh 
fuckity fuck fuck fuck!" 

A television reporter is asked a series of serious questions of a bunny that is frantically humping another 
bunny, tongue out, a happy content smile on its face. The lack of any answer does not reduce our reporter's 
enthusiasm one iota. 

In another series the same interviewer asks the most unlikely of people, such as homeless derelicts who look 
totally insane, very serious questions on society and politics, and gets surprisingly serious, considered, balanced, 
valuable responses. In one example they are in some frozen wasteland, and ask some Eskimos about some esoteric 
football game, and they give detailed, well informed responses. 

You'll get this teleology/functionalism joke, probably. But don't know about the audience: 

Ever see shows like that Discovery channel? They say the most fatuous things. Like: ‘animals have evolved to 
solve problems’??? I mean, if there were no animals there would be no problems!!! So, what, is that like why they are 
always killing and eating each other??? 

I think we must have originated on some other planet as intelligent frogs. I mean, really, how else can you 
account for the saying ‘you catch more flies with honey than vinegar’??? Hey? 

A man tragically dies, leaving his wife alone. Desperate to return to help her, he takes the next best 
‘experience engine’ he can find, and is re-incarnated as a mosquito. Without thinking he immediately races to be by 
her side. And. Well. As you can probably guess. It's doomed to end tragically. Next life he gets to be a zucchini. And 
well, without giving too much away, I mean, there might be children listening, this story has a much happier ending. 
He finally gets back where he felt most comfortable in that past life! 

Bob finished and folded the pages, putting them in his jacket pocket. He then looked up, as if to heaven, 
with a slightly sad, but serene, look on his face. 'See Jen, you really did make a difference. These guys would never 
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have even given animal rights a second thought, and here they are, thanks to you, trying to write stand-up that might 
get other people thinking a bit, despite themselves’. 


T2 


Some people just can’t take a hint 


‘Look Olafson, we've got a problem’, Davis intoned anxiously, pointing towards the office door. 

‘A problem? What sort of problem?’ Olafson responded, a little alarmed. He didn't like problems. Especially 
not the sort of problems that might come from his boss’s office. 

‘That sort of problem’, Davis replied, pointing at a young man who was sitting in the boss's office in the 
boss's chair. Only it wasn't the boss. A stranger daring to sit in the boss's chair would in itself would have raised 
alarms. But what Olafson saw as he turned to follow Davis's gesture was enough to make him feel a real sense of 
panic. In fact he turned quite pale. His features became quite grim. 

‘What's the boss's son doing in our office?’ Davis demanded of Olafson, almost frantic’ 

‘What you think?’ Davis replied, more than a little irritation in his voice. 

‘Nah, couldn't be. You can't possibly mean you caught him shoplifting?’ Olafson's voice was full of disbelief. 
Denial. He didn't want this to be happening. Not on his watch. He was trying to find a way for it not to be true. He 
was floundering. It was all he could do to stop from running away and pretending it just had not happened. ‘Shit 
Davis, what we gonna do with him? Fuck, if we do him the boss will be all over us like...’ 

‘Yeh I know. Why do you think I haven't processed him? I'm not stupid. But what are we gonna do with 
him?’ Davis replied, as if hoping that Olafson might see a way out that he himself had missed. 

Olafson suddenly saw a way out of their dilemma. He gave Davis a co-conspiratorial look, and a smile that a 
fox with a cunning plan would wear, if, that is of course, foxes could smile. ‘Look our shifts are over in about 10 
minutes. Let me handle this, O.K?' 

‘By all means mate. I mean. Whatever you say, I'm in' 

O.K then. Olafson went on, trying to convince himself of the plan's potential, though failing to really project 
the full confidence he was going for. ‘Here's the thing. We haven't written him up in the log book yet, have we?’ 
Davis nodded in agreement, not quite sure where this was going, but willing that it would go someplace where he 
would not be having to explain to the boss that he'd caught his kid shoplifting. 

‘And the boss made it perfectly clear, if you recall, that no-one was going to be getting any overtime, right?’ 
Davis agreed, but did not see how this was going to help them. Then Olafson started talking about the time, and it 
was like the clockwork in Davis's mind, which had become stuck, almost unhinged, suddenly sprang back into life. A 
look of recognition lit up his face. Suddenly he saw where Olafson was heading with all this. 

‘Will you look at the time Davis? Our shifts end in 5 minutes. And overtime is out of the question. Bosses 
orders right? Who are we to argue? The boss is always right. Right? Isn't he always telling us that? And Phil and 
Jenner are nowhere to be seen. Probably running a few minutes late as usual. I guess we don't have time to process 
this case, do we. We'll have to leave it for Phil and Jenner.’ 

Olafson had been speaking quite loudly. Loud enough that the young man in the office could surely hear 
him’. Davis gave Olafson a knowing look, nodding, before adding’, ‘Jeez, it would be really terrible if this young 
bloke here took advantage of the fact that we have to sign off now, and until the next shift arrives, there'll ll be no 
security here. I mean. He could just get up and walk. And legally, well, we'd be off shift. And I mean, we couldn't 
legally stop him, once that clock hits 3.15’. 

Davis then added, just to make sure the young lad got a clean get away, ‘and they still haven't gotten round to 
fixing that camera in aisle one. I mean, anyone could walk out of this office, up aisle one, and out of the place. And 
no-one would ever know what happened. It would be like magic. Like one minute the shoplifter is in the office, and 
the next he's just vanished into thin air’. 
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Olafson took his queue to seal the deal, emphatically adding, “Yeh, they really should get ‘round to fixing 
that camera Davis.’ 

And then the young man chimed in. 'Look, sorry and all that, but I really don't have the interest to sit here 
and listen to your troubles. I mean, look at me. I'm fucked. Wait till my dad finds out. And all you can do is go on 
about your stupid overtime and aisle one and...’ 

Olafson gave Davis an exasperated look, wondering just how stupid this kid really was. "Yeh, well, we're 
hardly gonna tell your father that we let a shoplifter escape now are we? I mean, Phil's not gonna know. We won't 
get a chance to brief him as we'll be gone. And I mean, if he gets here after the shoplifter has gone, well he can hardly 
blame us now can he. Our responsibility ends at 3.15. And rightly by law after that we become nothing more than 
civilians. We'd have no right to tell anyone what to do. All our authority disappears at 3.15, as far as I'm concerned’. 

‘Yeh well poo poo for you two, you poor things. All you think about is yourself, while I'm in the shit-house’, 
the young man, who must have had cardboard for brains, as far as Davis and Olafson could tell, whined. 

Olafson could not believe how thick this young man was. Surely anyone with two IQ points to rub together 
would have managed to build up a spark by now. 

‘Jeez kid’, Olafson moaned. Look. Listen. At 3.15 my colleague and I go off duty. We're outta here. The 
camera in aisle one does not work. If you were to leave here at 10 seconds past 3.15, walk down aisle one, and leave 
the store before the next shift get in, then it would be as if this whole charade never happened’. 

‘A-ha’. The kid gave them a conspiratorial wink, as if he had deduced some subtle suggestion with great 
ingenuity and mental acuity. 

Olafson could hardly believe this kid. Whatever. At least he understands what's to be done. Who cares if the 
boss’s kid is a moron, just so long as he is his father's problem, and not theirs’, he thought to himself? Jeez, it was 
times like this that he was really happy he'd never had kids. 

Then he caught Davis by the arm. 'Look Davis, I'll give Phil a call’, he said, taking his two-way radio from its 
holster. 'T'll tell him we think there might be some problems with the alarms on the emergency exits up on the roof, 
and ask him to take a quick look for us before he starts his rounds. That'll give us a few minutes before he can get a 
chance for alook-in here’. 

‘Sure thing Olafson. Let’s just hope this kid is not stupid enough to hang around. More we can’t do. Makes 
you sort of feel sorry for the boss, don't it? Imagine having such a stupid kid. And a thief to boot.’ 
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Why not Davis? 


The next day found Davis and Olafson facing an entirely different sort of shoplifter. A female one. With a great 
figure, a real pretty face, and well, how can I put this, tits that might turn a Catholic priest Heterosexual, or a Zionist 
into a Goy. 

‘Look boys. So you've caught me. O.K. Busted. I get it. I'm a bad girl. But surely you've got better things to 
do. So I tell you what. How ‘bout I give you a free look at my puppies here’, at this she looked down at her large, pert 
breasts, ‘and we'll call it quits’. 

Davis was outraged. But then Olafson turned to him and suggested, with the subtlest of looks ‘Well, actually, 
why not? 

Davis, to be fair, was caught off guard. He couldn't, for the life of him, manage any compelling answer to 
that question. He was lost for words. The gears of his mind were in neutral, and Olafson took advantage of the 
situation to act before Davis had a chance to put them into gear. Davis pouted his lips, shrugged his shoulders, lifted 
his eyebrows, and then, looking at the wall, decided he had nothing to counter Olafson's argument. 

Olafson turned to the girl. 'O.K. It's a deal. Let’s go in there where we won't be disturbed’ he suggested, 
nodding towards the office toilet. 'T'll go first while my partner here ‘stands guard’. Then I'll watch as he gets a giz. 
Kk?’ 

At this she went into the toilets, with Olafson in tow. He came out a minute later with a huge grin plastered 
to his face, his hands gesturing to indicate ‘huge tits’. Davis went into the toilets to find the girl standing with her 
chest stuck out, her huge, pert breast pointing to the sky, while hanging heavily. ‘Can I have a quick feel?’ he almost 
pleaded. 

‘Sure, go on. Your mate copped a feel. No reason you should go without’. 

Without hesitation Davis cupped the lovely heavy breasts in his hands, feeling their soft, silky heaviness. 'Ah, 
they're simply divine. And you're an angel’. 

'O.K then’, she said, getting her bra and shirt back on. 'Deals a deal’. 

‘Yeh, no sweat’ Davis countered, more than a little disappointed, but still satisfied with his luck as it was’. As 
they were walking down the corridor he added, a little note of concern in his voice, 'If anyone asks, just say you were 
asking about work as a security guard for your boyfriend. K? Just so no-one gets suspicious.’ 

‘My boyfriend? Nah. What’d I want with a boyfriend? Not my game, if you get my gist’ she sighed, giving 
Davis a suggestive wink. Hey you wanna hear a joke?’ 

‘Sure’, returned Davis, giving Olafson a nod as he saw him waiting down the hall, and still more than a little 
awed by this hot lesbian he'd just seen half naked. Shoot!’ 

'O.K. What do you call that useless bit of skin on the end of a penis?’ 

Davis gave her a blank look, then turned to Olafson, who he could tell had heard the joke, and was champing 
at the bit to see Davis's response when she delivered the punch-line' 

And this she did. With no hint of malice, but with a delicious note of satisfaction. 'A man’. 

‘Oh, I get it. Very clever’ Davis replied, still engaged in his own thoughts of this beautiful girl and another 
girl touching each other, kissing, fondling, and...’ 

‘Well I'll be off then’, she said as she left. 

"Thanks again, Olafson called out after her. Just tell your girlfriend to drop by any time. We'd be happy to 
help her fill out an application’. 

Davis was in his own world. Olafson had to shake him to bring him back. ‘Lesbians Olafson. Gorgeous 
lesbians. Can you imagine? Her? With another girl like her? God, Olafson, my mind has gone to paradise. 
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'Yeh Yeh. Nice jugs hey. Did you cop a feel? Yeh. Wow. Now that's what I call a classy bird. Anyhow, we'd 
better get back out on the floor before someone notices we've been gone, and starts asking questions’. 
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Doggie style 


A few days later Olafson ran into Davis in the women's underwear section looking a little down at heel. 'Hey Davis. 
What's up? Why the long face? 

‘Ah, nothing, Just no luck with the ladies lately. You know. Run into a bit of a dry spell’, Davis answered, his 
voice lifeless and dry. 

‘Hmm. Yeh. I know how that can be. Tough. But maybe not hopeless. I you see I know a girl who might just 
be able to break that ‘drought’ for you. If you're willing to be a bit open minded, as they say’, Olafson added, hoping 
to lift Davis's mood a little. 

‘You mean ugly, right? That usually means ugly’, Davis retorted. 

‘Would I lead you astray me best buddy?’ Olafson responded with a hurt look on his face, acting as if Davis's 
lack of faith in him had wounded him. 'No way. No. It's nothing like that. Nah. It's more, let us say, a question of 
‘style’. 

"Whaddya mean Olafson? I don't quite get your drift’. 

'O.K. Look. Here's the thing. The girl is really cute. Real sexy. Truly. No-one would argue with me. She's 
about 26. But the thing is. Well’, Olafson hesitated, apparently looking for the right words. The hesitation did not 
exactly inspire confidence in Davis. 

"Yes? What thing? She wasn't born a man was she? I don't think I'm quite up for that quite yet’, he quipped. 
"That was good’, Olafson thought to himself, ‘his sense of humor is returning’. And then to Davis "Well, let's see. I 
don't want to sound crude or anything. But there is something you should know first’. 

‘You mean she still has a penis?’, Davis interjected, as his mood lifted a little, buoyed with the vague hope of 
getting laid that Olafson seemed to be offering him. After such a long period of sexual frustration, occasionally 
swelling into desperation (which desperation had brought him, unconsciously, to spend much more time around the 
women's underwear section than security concerns could justify), even a hint of hope was like a rescue float thrown 
to a drowning man. 

'Nah. Nothing of the kind’ Olafson quickly added, to allay any real concerns Davis might have. He knew 
how dangerous it was to plant even a seed of doubt in Davis's mind. He was a born neurotic. He could take the 
smallest defect and exaggerate in his mind to monstrous proportions. 

‘In fact, I've been told she has the sweetest hoo-hah you could want to find on a girl. Nah. It's more a 
question of, well. Look there's no way to...it's this...I mean...there's just this thing. She has this, well, sort of peculiar 
‘fetish’. Yes. Let’s call it a ‘fetish’. 

‘You mean like she's into bondage and all that?', Davis interrupted him eagerly. A little too eagerly, it seemed 
to Olafson. But he decided to ‘file’ that piece of information away for later, ignoring the urge to tease Davis. Instead 
he focused on the task at hand. Inviting Davis into a marvelous mystery without having him bolt like a shy horse at 
the sight of something out of the usual. 

‘Well, not quite. But you're on the right track. You see. Thing is. She can only cum when...she's ah...when 
she's...’ Davis could not bear the suspense, and urged him on. ‘Come on, spit it out, I can't bear it...just tell me will 
you’, he insisted almost aggressively, his curiosity peaked, about to shake the information out of Olafson if he did not 
volunteer it right then’. Olafson could not help but feel the sense of urgency radiating from Davis, and so he just 
blurted it out. 'O.K, so she can only cum while pretending to be a bitch on heat.’ 

‘Is that all? She likes it doggie style? Why didn't you say so? Jeez, that's hardly an issue. Why all the mystery?’ 
Davis sighed, deflating, retreating from the cliff of his imagined fears. 
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‘Ah. Yes. Well. You see it's a bit more than just that, actually.’ Olafson felt obliged to add. 'You see you'd 
have to, well, how shall I put this? You'd have to do a bit of role playing. Only the thing is. Well. You'd have to 
pretend to be an actual dog. You know. Barking. Panting. Sniffing around. That sort of thing.’ 

‘What? You mean like we'd have to pretend to be actual dogs? Jeez. I dunno. How cute is she then?’ 

‘Oh. Real cute. No doubts there. I mean. I've actually considered going out and renting a dog-suit myself. 
Seriously. If I wasn’t’ getting laid every night as it was, I'd be in there in a jiffy!" 

‘Rent a dog-suit you say? Down level 3 at the fancy dress shop?’ 

‘Yep. That's the one. Look. Tell you what. I'll give her your number and tell her you're interested. I'll let her 
know you're a real ‘dog fancier’. That should get her wet where we want her. Wet enough to break your dry spell. If 
you know what I mean’. 

"Thanks mate.’ 

‘Ah, I'm not that generous really. Believe me, I'd be keeping this information to myself if I wasn't in a 
relationship that I thought was a keeper. But no point letting this sort of information go to waste when there's a 
mate in need. At least one of use can benefit from it.’ 

‘Like I said. A real mate. Thanks. I'll let you know how I get on’. 

‘Oh, you'll be getting on alright. Believe me’, Olafson smirked, miming two dogs going at it vigorously. At 
least this way I get to hear the details! ' 

A week later Davis was at Julie's place. The address, if you asked Davis, should be ‘Seventh heaven’. 

‘Baby want to go walkies? Is Muffkins ready for walkies? Is he?' Julie cooed in that cute, playful, feminine, 
‘child-within' tone women sadly, for the rest of us, usually reserve for babies and puppies. 

‘Woof. Rirrrrrra. Woof. Woof. Pant pant pant’, Davis 'barked' in reply. Sure he felt a little awkward in the 
doggy suit. But he didn't mind if it meant getting to fuck this super sexy woman. In fact he found it a lot less of an 
imposition as he had expected. In fact he had surprised himself by how ‘hot' it made him. Not just the prospect of 
fucking Julies’ delicious pussy. I mean. She was built for sex. She was 26, but seemed more like a teenager than a 
grown woman. 

The dog costume covered his head, but not his face. He had two big ears and a doggy snout and eyes on his 
forehead. His body was covered. His arms in two dog legs with paws. His legs were in a sort of doggy ‘stocking’. But 
his cock and balls hang completely exposed. His cock was rigid with anticipation. His balls ached. They were 
desperate to unload. And he was almost cumming just from sniffing his 'mistresses' crotch, in keeping with his 'role- 
playing’ as her dog. 

‘First better put your collar on. Don't want you running off and humping some stray bitch now do me 
Muffkins. I know what you want. You just want to fuck any bitch you see. Just jump her and get that cock of yours 
into her wet cunt. Yeh, I know your type. You dog. Just want to fuck a wet cunt. Any cunt. Just fuck it hard till you 
empty your balls deep in a nice wet cunt. Your big cock is getting hard and desperate for some cunt to fuck. I'm just 
gonna go get changed. I'll be back in a minute. Don't you go fucking any bitch's cunt while I'm gone now’. 

‘Woof. Arrrrrrah. Woof. Woof. Pant pant. Growl’ Davis whined in sheer delight at his mistress' commands. 
He wagged his tail, shaking his backside. "Woof. 

A few minutes later Julie emerged from her room. Only now she was no longer Muffkin's mistress. She was a 
bitch. Her costume was similar to Davis's. Probably bought from the same shop. Only she had obviously tailored it 
to hug her body tightly. Her breasts hung down, fully exposed. Her arse and pussy were also, to Davis's huge delight, 
completely exposed. Easily accessible. Tantalizingly available. She walked on her hands and knees. She was a frisky 
bitch. Woofing and panting and sniffing 'Muftkins' butt. He did likewise. She smelled lovely. Muffkins raging hard 
on was swelling to bursting point. He tried to 'mount' her, but she turned and 'nipped' him. He persisted. She 
‘growled’. He went for her again. She nipped him again. 

But he knew the drill. She had carefully explained to him how this must proceed, for her to ‘cum hard’. So he 
knew he was expected to persist, and to finally 'take' her with force, no matter how hard she resisted. 
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When he finally pinned her down, his head forcing her neck down to the ground, he felt a sudden exquisite 
pleasure run all through his cock, his legs, and then his entire body. Then he felt the exquisitely delicious sensation of 
penetration, as he felt her wet firm cunt engulf his cock. He penetrated her again and again, to get the full 
satisfaction of that overwhelming pleasure. She humped back against his cock frantically. She began whining loudly 
as he desperately worked to empty his balls deep inside her. She began shaking. ‘Fuck, I'm cumming. Fuck. Fuck. 
Fuck’ and at this Davis released a year's pent up sexual frustration and exploded deep inside her, moaning and 
whining himself, lost in the ecstasy. 

Afterward they fucked again. And again. And after cuddling for an hour or so, they fucked again. 

"Thanks Davis' she cooed. 'You were great. Really great. I haven't cum so hard in ages. You're a real life-saver 
you know.’ 

‘My pleasure’ Davis laughed. How more literal could he be? He hadn't felt so good in years. You're amazing 
Julie. Really amazing you know. I haven't EVER had such a great fuck in my life. And you're such a nice girl. I mean. 
If you ever want to go out or anything. I mean. 'Go walkies'. 

She burst out laughing, and then nestled even closer to Davis's body. "You know we don't always have to be 
‘in character’. That's just for fucking. I dunno why, but it’s the only way I can cum. I mean we can make love. And 
that's, like beautiful and all that. Really lovely. But it just isn't the same as cumming so hard you lose yourself. You 
know?’ 

‘Yeh, I do know. Now I do know. Wow Julie. That was the hottest sex I've ever had. I'd never imagined you 
could, like you say, you know, lose yourself. It was like I'd, I dunno, become one with you, and the universe, and like I 
had dissolved. Like there was no Davis there anymore. It was just your cunt, my cock, pleasure, and like this feeling 
of complete one-ness with everything. It was, I dunno. It was just mind-blowing. It was great Julie. You're great. 
Thanks for being you. You're special Julie. Really special. I mean...’ 

"Thanks Davis. You're great. I'm so glad Olafson gave me your telephone number.’ 

"Yeh. Me too.’ 
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Ms. Watt, I mean, Jessica 


Sander dialed the number for the fifth time. This time he managed to complete it. He felt the impulse to ‘hang up' 
before anyone answered. And so he was caught out when suddenly someone did answer. He'd had to overcome his 
nerves. It was a long time since he had called an attractive woman with romantic, even carnal, intent. 'Can I speak to 
Ms. Watts please?’ Sander asked, at some level hoping Ms. Watts was not in, or busy, or anything just to save him 
from having to go through with this. "Yes of course, it’s me’, an attractive female voice answered. 'Is this Mr Sander?’ 

Sander started a little guiltily. 'How had she recognised my voice?’ Then the fact gave him some hope. 

'Yes. Sorry. I didn't recognise your voice Ms. Watt’. 

‘Oh, I get that a lot. I sometimes forget to put on my ‘official’ voice before answering the phone. Like my 
‘official’ ‘mask’. It's like a ‘persona’. You'll know what I mean. You've studied psychology and sociology, haven't you 
Mr Sander? So. To what do I owe this pleasure? I hope you're not having any trouble with the new job?’ 

‘Pleasure? Hmm. Was Ms. Watt flirting with him? Well, it was time to take the leap and find out. He had 
fancied her from the first time he had set eyes on her. And then everything she had said and done from that time on 
had merely reinforced his good opinion of her. And she had this ‘clean’ smell about her. And she had such good 
posture. And. And he just couldn't help imagining her clean white cotton panties clinging to her lovely...’ 

"Mr Sander? Are you still there?’ 

‘Oh, yes, sorry Ms. Watt. Yes. No. I mean. No trouble at work. Actually it’s quite interesting. You'd be 
surprised what sort of interesting characters work here. And it’s always bright and cheerful. Lots of gorgeous 
children with their pretty young mothers. Actually I haven't felt so good in years. The job is easy. No workplace 
mobbing or any of that. It's a real change, having somewhere to go to each morning. To be welcome and expected 
somewhere. To feel someone wants you around. To be a part of something. You know I love to watch. I mean... ‘At 
this Sander found himself almost blushing...'I mean to be around people. Human nature, you know. It's fascinating’. 

‘Well I am really so happy to hear that Mr Sander. You really deserve a break, after all that workplace 
victimisation. I mean, I could understand how you might have run out of good will after all they've put you through. 
People I mean. Lots of people would have just given up and...Well. Anyway. I'm really glad for you.’ 

"Thank you, Ms. Watt. You've been so good to me. And. Well. You know. I was...Ah...' 

"Yes Mr Watt?’ She said this most encouragingly. As if she could read his mind, and liked what she read. 

"Well, ah, as you are no longer my case manager. I was, ah, you know, wondering if, well, maybe...’ 

"Mr Sander?’ 

"Yes Ms. Watt?’ 

‘You know there's a whole world outside my office’ Ms. Watt offered encouragingly. 'I mean. There's 
nothing to say we shouldn't meet in that big wide world. For instance every Saturday morning I go for a long walk 
along the...’ 

'Yes, I know. I've seen you a few times", Sander heard himself saying it before he realised how it could easily 
be misinterpreted. He kicked himself. But he couldn't take the words back now. So he pushed on, against the fear of 
failure that suddenly loomed up before him. And so he rushed on, almost blurting his words out. "But I didn't want 
to disturb you. Didn't want to risk overstepping the line, you know.’ 

‘Let's just say any line there might have been is now well erased. And I would be quite happy if you might just 
happen to be walking along the same way as myself and we happened to ‘bump’ into one another’, Ms. Watt 
countered, feeling the fear in Sander's tone, and finding that it made him even more attractive to her than any 
confidence could have been. 
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‘Bump. Into. In to. Suddenly Sander's mind was full of images of penetrating Ms. Watt. Her white cotton 
panties slipped to one side as he slipped into her delicious, warm wet, inviting hole.’ Sander was lost in an erotic 
fantasy. A world of his own. But then he heard the voice of his beloved calling to him over the ether. 

‘Oh, and, by the way, my names Jessica. Jessica Lara Watt. I'd much prefer if you call me Jessica.’ 

‘Jessica. What a lovely name. Yes of course Ms....Oops, sorry. Just force of habit. I mean...’ 

‘Look I've got to go to some stupid committee meeting with the ‘hearts-less boys. Maybe see you this 
Saturday? She inflected, her voice hopeful, filling Sander's ears, heart, soul, and entire being with shining, dazzling, 
comforting, invigorating hope. 

'Yes I feel a great need to go for a nice walk this Saturday, Jessica. I have a strong feeling that we will run into 
each other’. The strong feeling he was having was in his pants. And he wondered if maybe Ms....Jessica, had similar 
ideas too. Jessica. Lovely. But still, now and then he hoped, during some really intense fucking, to call her 'Ms. Watt' 
again. Somehow that formality was a real turn on for him. 

‘Great. I'm usually out at around 11a.m. Look I gotta go. And good luck with the job, Mr Sander.’ She added 
such a laughing, joyful, provocative tone to the 'Mr' that Sander wished he could go over there right now and...’ 
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The walk 


As if following some stage directions for a Disney movie, the morning was glorious. The sun shone brightly. Sander 
saw Jessica before she saw him. It gave him a chance to take a good look at her. The sun shone through her light 
summer dress, revealing a very nicely ‘turned’ pair of legs, with a delicious 'gap' between her thighs where they 
tapered off into her slender, upturned buttocks. She appeared to be wearing white cotton panties. Sander's cock 
surged with a rush of blood. In a perfect world he would have been able to walk up to her, lift up her skirt, slip her 
panties to the side, and plunge deep inside her as he kissed her, all with her desperately panting consent. Yes, but this 
was no perfect world. And what the hell. He really fancied a nice chat anyway. This was one of the few people in the 
world that he enjoyed talking to. Without any stress. No tension. None of the usual expectations of disappointment 
he invariably felt when talking with most people. 

There was Bob. Of course. He could talk to him. In fact he had to admit that he would miss Bob more than 
anyone he'd ever known. Bob had an easy way with Sander. And the best sense of humor he'd ever come across. He 
made things funny just by knowing what could be funny about them. He always 'got' Sander when he was making a 
joke. And he always saw the funny side of things, no matter how grim. Anyway. 

So there was Bob. And now Jessica. And the best thing about Jessica was that he didn't just like her, he 
wanted to fuck her. Badly. Desperately. To totally lose himself in her, and in the act of fucking. And it had been 
much too long since the last time Sander had a really good, hard, mindless, self-losing fuck. 

What was even better than that, what made that all the better was what he could look forward to after. A 
nice, warm, long, cuddle. That was the real attraction of Jessica. He really fancied her. All of her. Not just that 'made 
for fucking’ arse of hers. But all of her. The whole person. And that was something Sander knew the value of. It was 
so rare. Something that special. 

And then suddenly Jessica turned and saw him. Her entire face lit up as bright as the rest of that morning, As 
if she was made of the same cosmic material as the sunshine. She gave him a smile he had never before been the 
recipient of. Never before been the audience to. It melted his heart suddenly. He gazed into her eyes and felt in the 
thrall of some very deep emotions. Deeper and deeper he felt himself sinking as she continued to stare as if into the 
depths of his soul. And though in the deepest, darkest, most confused part of his being, she seemed completely at 
home, completely accepting. 

‘Oh shit’, he complained to himself. T've gone and fallen in love’. 
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Explosive fruit cake 


‘So did you get the book Suzie? I gave it to Red to give to you.’ 

‘Yeh, thanks Bobby. I've already started doing the exercises.’ 

"The TMJ self-mobilisation exercises?’ 

‘Yeh honey, I think that's them. Look. I'll show ya.' At this Suzie got up and stood tall. O.K. See. Like there's 
a balloon stuck to my titties, pulling them up. And another balloon stuck to the top back of my head, pulling me up, 
taller, and sort of tucking me chin in. So as I look like I have a double chin. See? And now I relax me jaw. And I push 
it back towards the back of my head. Like it's on rollers. Keeping it horizontal like with the ground. Parallel I think 
it's called. And then I push my head back like this. Then relax and let it come forward again. I can feel my jaw sort of 
popping sometimes. My neck aches a bit too, as I stretch it. Ido that 10 times. Then I put two fingers on the side of 
me jaw, keepin’ it relaxed, and then I push my jaw to the left. They calls it ‘laterally’ I think. Keeping my head parallel 
with the ground. You know, flat. Then I try to push my jaw back to the center, using my jaw muscles. I do that 3 
times either side. Then I do the same, but pushing my chin back towards the back of me head, like so. And try to 
push it back forwards with my jaw muscles. See.’ 

"Wow Suzie. Looks great. Just like those chiropractic videos I saw. You've got real talent.’ 

‘Well aren't you all full of flattery today Bobby boy. And I tell ya what. I can really feel it workin’. I mean. 
Oh. And I been massaging me face muscles, me jaw an' me neck. I do those neck stretches, to the left, right, and then 
around to the left, and around to the right. Like the book says. And I do that thing where I wiggle me jaw with me 
hands while I'm singing. To get it used to being relaxed. They calls it 'muscle memory’ I think. Sort of teachin’ me 
jaw to stay relaxed.’ 

‘Oh, and I been doin’ those ‘duck lips' things too. Look. 'Ayyyyyyyy'. As she uttered this sound she opened 
her mouth wide, tipping her head back off her jaw like there was a hinge on top. Her lips were curled back upon 
themselves like Mick Jagger, or, if you like, a duck's bill.’ 

‘You can really feel it workin’ the muscles and joints with that exercise Bobby. And I do it for all the vowels. 
You know, Ay, Ee, Eye, Oh, You’. She laughed, pointing at Bob. 'An' I can really feel it stretching the muscles. And 
sometimes I hears these popping noises. Like the book says are good. And then afterwards me jaw feels so much 
lighter.’ 

‘Oh, and this is "The Scream’, like in that painting. I hold the heels of my palms in the hollow under me 
cheek-bones, push ‘em in gently, then push down on the back of me jaw. I let me hands slide down me face, just like 
in that paintin’. And I does that a few times too. I do all this every morning as I am wakin' up, drinkin’ me coffee an‘ 
all. Before the day starts. It's a great warm-up. It's relaxin. An' look how firm me arms are now. It's like doin’ push- 
ups. Tones up real nice.’ 

‘Then I massage the flesh here, below my jaw, with me thumbs, until it's all soft and relaxed like. It says, the 
book I mean, that you have to, like, e-program' your tongue, neck, jaw, and face muscles to stay relaxed. They're like 
all interconnected, and if one is tense, all the others will get tense. That's why my jaw got sort of ‘locked’ up, and why 
I got so many migraines an’ all’. 

‘An’ look.' She picked up a banana. 'I can get the whole thing between me teeth already. And I reckon I'll be 
able to fit 3 fingers in me mouth if I keep it up. And then I'll be ready to test out me new jaw on you Bobby boy’. 

She gave him a sweet, gentle, thankful look, as innocent as a new born lamb. And then she went to the 
fridge. She turned toward him, backing out of the fridge, apparently very pleased with herself. ‘As a little thank you, 
I made this boiled fruit cake. I hope you like it. It took me ages’. 
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‘Looks delicious. And I'm feeling a bit peckish right now. What you say we have some with a nice cuppa 
coffee? 'Ey?'. 

They sat down and began eating the boiled fruit cake. It was delicious. Only soon Bob remembered 
something. Something about boiled fruit cake. It gave him terrible wind. And just then Cindy, as if reading his mind, 
spoke up. 

'Oh, I just remembered. Grandma's fruit cake used to give Dad really bad wind. I'm sorry. I forgot. Is it doing 
that with you too Bob?' 

Bob felt a strong need to pass wind. ‘Nah. No. I mean. It's fine’ 

‘You sure Bob. Look, don't mind me. Dad used to fart all the time. It's nothing really. I remember as a kid 
when I'd get embarrassed and feel ashamed, Dad'd go, "No, you've got it all wrong Cindy love. Every-time a child 
farts a fairy gets it’s wings!’ An’ that used to make me laugh an‘ all’ 

Bob felt a desperate need to let off a really big fart. But still, despite knowing he'd be responsible for giving 
some fairy the gift of flight, he couldn't bring himself to do it in front of Cindy. He was desperate for some excuse to 
get up and leave the room. Just then he got an idea. 'Oh. Hey. I just remembered, I left something in the car. I'll just 
go grab it and I'll be back in a Jiffy’. 

‘Oh, O.K Bob’, Suzie replied, a little knowing smile on her face, finding Bob's embarrassment endearing. 

Bob got up quickly, feeling he was going to explode if he didn't pass that gas. His stomach ached and made 
loud noises. He could barely keep it in. He made his way as fast as he could out the front door. Just as he got outside 
and closed the door he let out a huge long fart. In the middle of it Cindy appeared in the doorway. 

‘Oh Bob. Really. I told you it's nufink. Aren't you the gentleman hey? At this she let out a little fart herself. 
‘See’. 'Like I said Bob’. It's nothing. They looked at each other started laughing. 

‘Yeh, well. I dunno. I guess I'm just sort of a bit, I dunno' 

‘No need to explain Bob. We've all got our little complexes.’ 

‘Yeh. That's what it is. One of them ‘complexes’. 

'O.K. Let’s go back in then. But no more fruit cake. O.K. I mean it's delicious. But I forgot just what an 
effect it has on my stomach. 

‘Sure Bob. It's sweet actually. A guy who is worried about offending a lady. You're a real find Bob. The men 
I've had lately are all animals compared to you. Now come over here and give me a kiss will ya, ya big cuddly Bobby 
bear! 
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That’s the boss’s wife? 


Davis and Olafson had been asked by the boss to come in early on Friday. They had to open the supermarket a few 
hours early, so some tradesmen could do some repairs. The camera in aisle one needed fixing. Some routine 
maintenance on the refrigeration needed taken care of. And some new lighting fixtures were going to be installed. 
Davis and Olafson didn't mind. It meant a little ‘overtime’, which was hardly ever heard of, and kept them in the 
Bosses good books. 

They arrived a few minutes ahead of schedule and punched in their security codes. They went into the office 
and did a security check. Once they had gone through their protocols they went out to let in the tradesmen. It would 
be an easy morning. There would be no-one else about. They were to let the tradesmen in and out, and ‘keep an eye 
on them’, as the boss had put it. ‘It wouldn't be the first time some ‘outside’ workers decided to 'tip' themselves’, he'd 
given them to understand. 

They had been there about an hour when the Boss turned up. He came into the office complaining about 
some sort of marital stress. His wife was apparently keen on some of the garden furniture that was on sale that week, 
and wanted to take it away with her that morning. He wondered if Davis and Olafson would mind helping his wife 
with some of the heavier items. He himself had to be off. He would be back around lunch-time. 

Just then his wife came into the office. 'Oh hi dear. These two fine fellows have just volunteered to help you 
out with the garden furniture’, he explained to her, indicating Davis and Olafson. 

The Boss was standing between his wife and the two guards, so neither could really see the other. ‘Oh, sorry’, 
he said, as he moved to the side. For the first time in the conversation Davis and Olafson could see their boss's wife. 
But as it turned out, it was not the first time they had ‘seen’ her. 

Davis almost choked on his coffee. Half of it spluttered out of his mouth. Olafson stood as if nailed to the 
floor, his mouth hanging open. 

‘Is there something wrong? Davis? Olafson? You look like you've just had a nasty shock? What gives? 

‘Ah, nothing boss. We. Ah. Um. Ah. It's just. Well.’ He thought hard and fast. But nothing came to him. 
Luckily just then one of the tradesmen bungled in. 

‘Oh, sorry, I was looking for the refrigeration room. 

Davis and Olafson took this chance to make a quick escape. ‘It's over here. Look. We'll show you’. 

As they left with the tradesmen the Boss gave his wife a quick kiss and left her there. He didn't notice the 
same strange look of shock on her face. 

Davis and Olafson waited until their boss had left the store before going back to the office. 

"Thanks boys. Sorry for, well, you know' 

‘Don't mention it’ Davis replied, wanting to end the interaction as quickly as possible, before it became, if 
possible, even more awkward. ‘And I mean that. Please. Never mention it. To anyone!’ 

It was the yummy mummy with the chocolate cravings who had masturbated in front of them all those 
weeks ago. She was the boss’s wife! 
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A ‘heart to heart’ with one of the heart-less 


Terry heard a strangely familiar voice cry out from inside the change rooms. And then some sort of swearing and a 
male voice. 

Sensing some sort of problem, he quickly went into the changing cabins. He could see the legs of the girl. She 
was standing to the far side of the stall. 

And then the curtain of the changing stall next to hers moved. He made out what looked like man in a suit 
getting up from his knees. And then the man appeared. Red faced and flushed. 

Just then the girl came out of the stall in a rage. 'You fucking pervert. You fucking dirty filthy swine. Look at 
him will you. Security. Look. This fucker was perving up at me from the bottom of the stall. Fucking dirty fucking 
pervert.’ 

Just then Sander came in to see what all the commotion was about. He thought Terry might need some help. 
He had actually already finished his shift, but wasn't going to leave a colleague in the lurch. 

He seemed to recognise the man in the suit. Only he couldn't quite put a name to the face. It wasn't until the 
businessman began talking again, protesting that he had just ‘dropped his watch and was just picking it up’, when a 
light went on in Sander's mind. A light with a warming glow. Sander basked in the glow of that warming light. It 
was one of those bastard 'Heart-less' boys from the employment office. In fact that fascist bastard who had poked his 
nose in on his last interview with Ms. Watt. The one she so detested. 

‘Oh, yeh, right, and your watch was between my legs. And you had to stare at my pussy cos you thought 
maybe it had crawled up my legs and into my snatch! Yeh. Very likely. Try again you fucking pervert. I want this 
man charged, security’, she spat out, her words venomous. 

‘Boy was she angry’, Sander gloated to himself. ‘Wouldn't want to be in this guy’s situation. Not like he ever 
gave a damn about anyone else’s situation, the fucker’. 

Just then Sander turned to Terry and had a quiet word in his ear as the girl went on abusing the man, who 
became more and more wretched as his position became more and more untenable. 

‘Look sir. I think you'd best come with us to the office so we can clear this up. It's quite a serious allegation. 
As you can see this young lady is in quite a state. I mean. What were you thinking? Do you try this sort of thing on 
regularly? I mean we have to think of our customers. Especially our young female ones. Come this way please, sir.’ 

He gave the girl a wink. She pulled her skirt up quickly, showing Terry that she was not wearing any panties, 
and then quickly pulled it back down before anyone else could notice. She gave Terry a lascivious grin, and nodded 
to the last stall in the changing room. Terry took the hint. He would be back in a few minutes to ‘interview’ the 
young lady, and see if he couldn't calm her down. He chuckled, in seventh heaven, as he repeated to himself the term 
they used in all the F.B.I movies. 'De-briefing' they called it, didn't they?’. 

In the mean-time Sander would sit quietly observing the 'Heart-less' bastard simmer in his own sweat and 
fear. ‘Look’, he turned to the fascist prig 'this may take some time. You'd best call your office and let them know 
you're going to be detained at least an hour. There's no telling how long it will take to calm the young lady down. Or 
if you like, we can call the police right now, and maybe let them deal with it?’ He knew for a fact that this fucker 
would do anything to avoid getting the police involved. Calling work was the lesser of two evils. Sander knew he 
would take the lesser. 

‘Oh. Um. No. No. Ah. I don't think it'd be good for. For the girl. You know. Ah. Let’s not bother the police 
just yet. Um. Let’s. Ah. See how you colleague gets on? Shall we?’ 

'O.K. Look here's the phone. Make it quick’, Sander indicated the phone. He wanted to get the fucker to 
make the call before he had a chance to think to give it much thought. 
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Sander could barely keep himself from breaking out in hysterics as the man called into the office to say he 
would not be able to make the ‘committee meeting at 11'. He was almost bursting with impatience. And delicious 
anticipation. He couldn't wait to tell Jessica all about it. In fact, he had decided that he'd call her once the guy hung 
up. 

About 15 minutes later Terry came back, looking as if he had just ran a few kilometers. He gave Sander a 
nod and then, turning to the man, said 'Look. We'll get you to sign a statement. Putting down your side of the story. 
And we'll try to calm the girl down. If we play it right, she probably won't go to the police. But we're going to have to 
ask you not to return to this store again for a long time.’ 

'Yes, Yes. I. Ah. I completely understand. Your. Ah. Situation. And. Right. Do you have a pen and paper? 

After about 15 minutes the man handed them a signed statement, and they let him go, giving him a lot of 
very stern, disapproving, looks, while appearing to be really holding themselves back from expressing stronger, more 
forceful emotions. As if Olafson and Bob were twin emotional volcano's simmering just beneath the surface, that the 
man best do nothing to stir, lest he give flight to the demons inside them that were just yearning to be freed, to do 
their worst. 

To anyone watching, who didn't know Davis and Olafson, they looked like two really angry, armed men, 
doing their best to contain their personal rage, and remain professional. It terrified the man so that he could not 
think straight. He was grateful to respond positively to any proposal they suggested. And so he did not think past 
getting out of this place. He paid no real consideration to what it was he was writing. He would have written any 
sort of confession, just to get out and away from this terrible nightmare. 

As soon as he left, falling over himself in his fear and haste to get out of there, Sander and Terry looked at 
each other and almost cramped with laughter, the tears rolling down their cheeks. 
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The big A.L.A “Day of Action’ finally arrives for Clara and Jeff 


Clara was in a very impressive Yoga position when her mum knocked on the door. 'Clara love. There's a young man 
at the door. I think he said he's name's Jeff. He's asking for you.’ 

Clara fell down in a heap on the carpet. She pulled a long pull-over over her tights and T-shirt, and, quickly 
checking herself in the mirror, came tumbling down the stairs. Jeff was seated in the living room. Her mum left him 
as soon as she saw Clara. 'T'll leave you two young things alone then shall I. Clara, do you want that vegetable lasagna 
or some the vegan pizza tonight? 

‘Can we have both?’ Clara's voice rang out hopefully. 

‘Sure love. Why not. Oh, and we've got some of that new American soy ice-cream. Your dad scoffed half of it 
this afternoon, but I managed to save the other half for us. I told him that there was a TV documentary on nudist 
beaches on cable, and before he got back to the kitchen I hid the ice-cream in the back of the freezer, she explained in 
a light-hearted tone.’ 

"Thanks mum. Sometimes you can't afford to play fair with these men here’. She gave Jeff a wink. 'And you 
can always rely on sex and nudity to distract ‘em’. She said this staring Jeff blank in the face. He couldn't help but 
smile. He felt complete just sitting opposite Clara. He felt at ease. He felt calm. He didn't feel any need to say 
anything or do anything. But then he suddenly remembered why he'd come over. 

‘Look Clara. You know they've got that big new pet shop opening tomorrow? Everyone at the shelter's been 
talking about it.’ 

‘Yeh. All those kittens and puppies being sold as presents to kids. They get bored with them in a few weeks. 
They get upset with them when they pee on the carpet. They don't know what they're letting themselves in for. The 
responsibility. And then they end up dumping them somewhere. And they breed. And we have all these poor little 
feral animals and...’ ‘Sorry. What did you want to say?’ 

‘Nah. No. It's cool. All that you just said. It sucks. And there's the birds and other animals in cages. And the 
fish. All these animals belong flying free in the skies and swimming in the oceans. It's criminal. It makes me so angry.’ 

‘Oh yeh. That's the worst. How can people be so cruel? It's just so unnatural. To put an animals with wings 
in a cage. To put animals that belong, roaming free, among the coral reefs, in tiny little glass bowls. Or the most 
curious and sociable of little mammals, rats and things, pack-animals, and they keep them locked up alone in cages. It 
must be hell for them’, 

‘Yeh, well. That's the thing Clara. Remember the timers I've been working on?' 

Clara blushed at thinking about that night. Jeff noticed, and it warmed his heart. They stared deep into each 
other's eyes, as if into each other's souls. And then she laughed. 'And Lucy. Lucy is a charmer’, Clara interjected with 
alaugh. She got up and did a little ‘Lucy dance’ like Jeff had programmed with his remote. 

Jeff couldn't help laughing at her antics as he admired her, enjoying the sexy, joyful, intimate, spontaneous, 
marvelous, blissful spectacle, before continuing. 'If only those lasers worked. But the timers are spot on. Not that I 
have any explosives. That would be tricky. But I've had good success with ‘smoke’ bombs. Good for distracting 
security. Blinding their surveillance cameras. And keeping their resources fully engaged. Makes a great distraction for 
a quick action. While they're lost, wondering what's going on, a few people can sneak around with bolt-cutters and 
the like, cutting locks, throwing the prison gates wide open. 

‘You think we should have a ‘liberation action’ the day of the big opening?, Clara suggested, her voice now 
serious, but more than a little excited at the prospect of ‘action’. 

"That or the morning before. If they have no animals they can't open, can they?’ Jeff replied, himself keen for 
action. To actually do something, instead of just talk and plan and...’ 
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Clara cut his thoughts short, adding, enthusiastically, “And it'd get in the papers, maybe even the tele’. Jeff 
just loved the glow her enthusiasm gave her adorable features. He was in raptures as that fire in her continued to 
blaze, radiating its warmth, filling him with joy, as she continued. "We can make some 'you-tube' videos. You know. 
Just pretend we were ‘passing by’. And it might raise some awareness. We'll get one of the girls to prepare a 
statement. Or just be around in case any media show up. See if we can take advantage of the moment to get a 
message out’. 

'Yes. Exactly. Brilliant’, Jeff ejaculated in awe of the brilliant energy that seemed to be coruscating around 
Clara. 

Then Clara paused. Serious. Jeff almost became worried. But Clara did not leave him enough time. She 
didn't leave him hanging. ‘Jeff. You've really thought this thing through. You know, I wasn't sure if you were really a 
committed campaigner or were just...’ 

"Trying to find an excuse to be with you?’ Jeff finished her sentence. 

‘Yeh. Well. It wouldn't be the first time a boy faked some interest just to get in a girls panties’. 

‘Jeff blushed red’. Clara laughed. Her mum came in just that moment. 

‘What's that about getting into a girls panties? Her mother said, harmless enjoyment in her voice and on her 
face.' 

‘Clara burst out in another round of uncontrollable laughter, leaving Jeff wriggling a little uncomfortably on 
the sofa, at a complete loss for words. 

‘Don't mind our Clara, dear’. She said to Jeff. ‘She always had a wicked sense of humor. And then to Clara. 
‘What's this about panties? Oh, I left you some clean ones on your bed.’ She gave Jeff a warm friendly wink and left 
the room’. 

‘Love you Mum’ Clara called at her retreating back. 

‘Love you more’, her mum called back without turning. 

'I love ...' Jeff caught himself before the word escaped his mouth. He had heard the words coming out of his 
own mouth, but had not realised that it was he himself that was speaking them. 

"Me too, Jeff. Me too’. Clara was staring him straight in the eyes, her face lit up with a warm soft light. Her 
eyes bright and dilated. Stared straight into his soul. And so he completed the sentence. 'I love you Clara. I do' 

‘You're not about to say ‘you complete me' are you Jeff, she added, playfully, and possibly even hopefully, Jeff 
couldn't be sure, after a few moments silence. 

'Yeh, well.’ 

‘Just kidding Jeff. Actually. You know. It does feel like that. Doesn't it?’ 

Just then Clara's Dad came whistling into the room. ‘Hey Clara love. You haven't seen a container of ice- 
cream floating around here anywhere have you? Only one moment it was here. And the next? Poof? I think I may 
finally be losing the last of my marbles. Will you still love your daddy when he's lost his mind? Will you take care of 
your father when he's no longer ‘all there?’. Or will you just put me away in some old folks home? 

‘Oh Daddy. You know we'd never do that’. She then looked to see that mum wasn't around, and, giving her 
Dad a co-conspiratorial look, she quietly and playfully murmured, her hand covering the kitchen side of her face, 
‘try the back of the freezer’. 

Her dad gave her a knowing nod and a wink, then, kissing her on the top of the head, he marched off to the 
kitchen for his rendezvous with his 'chocolate-fudge destiny’. No-one had told him it was 'Vegan'. Actually healthy. 
And cruelty free. He was being led only by his taste-buds. 

Jeff then remembered something. ‘Look. It's a bit silly. But. You know that new T-shirt kiosk. Where they 
print stuff for you on T-shirts? Well. I was passing by and I had this idea. O.K. Look. If it's too stupid, just say so. 
But. Well.’ 

Clara's face brightened like a child at Christmas, encouraging Jeff to continue. "You got me a T-shirt? 
Lemme see. Gimme gimme gimme.’ She demanded playfully. 
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At this Jeff reached into his back-pack and pulled out a green plastic bag. He handed it over to Clara. 

‘Oh, it’s so exciting.’ You'd think Jeff had just blown a grand on some designer label dress the way she was 
bubbling with joy. She pulled out the T-shirt and held it up to read what Jeff had had printed on it. It had the 
caption 'You are here’ with an arrow pointing to a heart, which rested over the wearer's heart’. 

'I was just passing the shop and...’ 

‘Oh I love it Jeff.’ She leaned into him and gave him a lingering kiss on the lips. 'Oh it's just adorable Jeff. So 
clever.’ 

Jeff's face bloomed with pride and joy. He didn't feel any need to speak. He just drank in the moment in 
deep, long drafts. He was in heaven. This was paradise. 
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Where there’s smoke there’s... 


On the day of the big pet shop opening, Davis and Olafson had been ringed in to brief all the Mall staff on all the 
shopping center security protocols. They worked well as a team. They made the fire-extinguisher demonstrations 
and fire-drills as close to entertaining as you could get. They should have had their own TV show, really. They were 
able to finish each other's sentences. They followed each other's cues like well-choreographed dancers. They were a 
real hit. And in between ‘training’ they managed to get a few flirts in with the new girls. That was, after all, the main 
perk of this job. Apart from ‘liberating’ a few chocolate bars and ‘damaged’ deserts from the fridge section, it was the 
girls that got the guards up out of bed on those cold mornings, and kept them lively throughout those long shifts. 

Sander was in the food court with Bob when the alarms went off. Sander recognised them as Fire alarms. 
And then a wall of smoke seemed to drift across the end of the Mall. There was a bit of panic, and then the early 
morning shoppers were being calmly advised to make their way to the exits. Security were on alert. Staff in the shops 
were awaiting advice from their management. They couldn't just leave their posts unattended. They would be the 
last to leave the mall. After security had rounded up all the ‘civilians’. Sander nodded to Bob that ‘duty called’, and 
they parted. 

Bob left with the others. Sander caught another security guards’ eye. He nodded in the direction of the store, 
and Sander followed him as he walked briskly off in that direction. 

They were shutting down their registers in preparation. Supervisors were checking lists of names, to make 
sure no staff were unaccounted for. As the last of the stragglers wandered out, the employees filed out through their 
own fire exits. The mall suddenly became a ghost town. 

Until, that is, it suddenly became a petting zoo. First birds could be heard screeching as they careened 
through the cavernous main hall. The pad pad pad of little padded feet could be heard scurrying and slipping and 
sliding along the polished floors. A Pony that had been hired for the opening clopp clopped on the hard floors, 
nuzzling into the salad bar in the food court. 

While all this commotion kept the security busy, no-one noticed the A.L.A ‘ninjas’ at their work. They were 
pushing syringes into Styrofoam packaged steaks, sausages, legs of ham, cartons of milk, plastic wrapped cheeses, and 
random packaged products in the meat and dairy sections of the food aisles of the supermarket. They were placing 
stickers on shampoos, soaps, and other beauty products in other aisles. They appeared to have a precise plan of 
action, targeting specific products here and there along the shelves. This was clearly a well-planned operation. 

And then just as quickly as they had begun, they dispersed. Some through emergency exits. Some through 
the loading docks. Others out into the main mall. They merged with, and blended into, the shoppers who had just 
been evacuated. 

It was 20 minutes before the fire brigade could give the ‘all clear’. It was only then, as a few animals began 
flying, trotting, padding, and clumsily pawing their way over the polished floors of the Mall, and out the exits, that 
the security manager became suspected any connection between the pet shop opening and the smoke. 

That and a lot of banners reading ‘Animal Liberation NOW’, ‘End slavery now’, ‘Animals hurt too’ and 'End 
the cruelty now’, which had been hung all over the place. Mostly paper and fairly crude. But there were also a lot of 
spray-painted ‘tags’. Apparently done with stencils. For they must all have been done during the 5 minutes or so 
security had been in a huddle outside, doing last minute checks, and making sure all their emergency protocols were 
being followed. 

But it wouldn't be until shoppers had gotten their newly purchased hams, steaks, sausages, milks, cakes, 
shampoos, lip-sticks, and other on cruelty-free products back home that the real extend of the ‘action’ would 
become known. 


91 


One girl had just put on some new lipstick, when she noticed a foul taste on her lips. She spat and quickly 
grabbed a tissue to clean the foul stuff off, a shiver passing down her spine. A boy who had taken a quick, illicit gulp 
from a carton of milk from his kitchen fridge spat it out all with a yell of disgust. It tasted almost septic. One man 
who had just began lathering his hair could barely keep from retching as a demonic stench emanated from his head. 
He quickly ducked his head under the shower. He would be there at least another 10 minutes before the smell 
became bearable. But he would have to live with a slightly less distressing odor for the next week, as the chemicals 
slowly dissipated. And a new color, not quite the ‘natural’ dark brown he'd been going for. More like a ‘blood’ red. 

One woman sliced through an expensive cut of lamb and recoiled in horror. It was green inside. And it 
reeked of nothing less than rotting flesh. It was a horrid smell. She had never smelled anything so distressing in her 
life. She instinctively backed away from it. Her husband came in to see what all the drama was about and, on 
smelling the vile odor, could only imagine the meat had gone rotten somehow. The green color, however, he could 
not account for. A chemist by profession, he decided to take the meat into the lab for analysis. He wanted to get to 
the bottom of this. It could be dangerous. It certainly smelt ‘deadly’. 

Similar scenes were playing out all over town. Soon the police were investigating. They had forensics teams 
analysing all the products. They were quick to issue a public statement to the effect that none of the products 
contained any harmful substances. It appeared someone, some group, perhaps this A.L.A, had ‘spiked’ the products 
with substances, which although they did introduce disgusting odors and color to the products, were completely 
harmless. 

Of course all the products in the supermarket had to be inspected. Many products were cleared and replaced. 
‘Recall’ notices were issued to shoppers, by way of official placards and notices at the registers, to return specific 
products that had been found to be affected. 

Back at the animal shelter, a big celebration was underway. They were on-line with all their fellow animal 
rights activists all around the world. Their 'you-tube' videos had already received thousands of ‘hits’. The 
congratulations were flowing in. Supermarkets around the world were stepping up security, fearing a flood of 'copy- 
cat’ actions. 

The A.L.A had hundreds of members around the world sending out emails, publishing blogs, and posting 
notices on social networking sites with the themes "The ‘next time you buy an animal product, can you be sure you 
won't stink like a corpse for the next week?’ "These products were produced from the corpses and on the suffering of 
animals. Were they really worth all that cruelty? Buy cruelty free. You have the power to save billions of creatures 
from hell, from a life of suffering.’ 

Of course the industry lobby groups of the companies that profit from such products all went into over- 
drive, condemning the actions as irresponsible, and dangerous. Despite the clear, proven fact that there was 
absolutely no evidence or suggestion, from any medical or scientific perspective, that the 'spiked' products posed any 
health risks at all to anyone. And so while the police were investigating the incident, it was not considered serious. It 
was not considered, as the lobbyists proclaimed it to be, a ‘terrorist’ attack. It was more a case of property damage. 

And so the A.L.A had pulled off a successful media stunt. They had raised public awareness. They suddenly 
attracted interest from thousands of people who had previously had no ‘locus’ for their rage against cruelty. Now 
they knew there were others like themselves. Now they found a way to give their frustrations some positive, 
productive expression, and direction. 

All the top 10 'searches' on Yahoo related to either an animal rights group like PETA or some search term 
connected with animal rights, cruelty-free products, and activism. This was a historical first. Even the ‘up skirt’ 
photo of the U.S Presidents very attractive 18 year old daughter couldn't hold the public's interest. In this way the 
A.L.A stunt was a welcomed even by the President of the U.S.A. When asked by an interviewer about this windfall 
coincidence, he simply smiled and replied 'My wife and daughter are Vegan. They said it must be 'karma". But before 
the reporter could ask him about his own dietary habits, the President had been ushered out of sight by his security 
team. 
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There she goes again, that girl! 


Olafson had almost become obsessed by 'that' girl. Once he had been passing the changing rooms, when one of the 
curtains had fallen open. During that chance ‘window of opportunity’ he had caught a glimpse of paradise that 
Mohamed and any other prophet would have been more than satisfied with, as proof that ‘god is good’. 

What he saw, to be more precise, was a glimpse of the most perfect female body he had ever seen. But the 
curtain had continued the career of its momentum, falling closed, before he could see her face. 

But then loh and behold, about a week later his eyes became fixed upon a pair of perfectly shaped legs. 
Suddenly it dawned on him that this was the same girl. "That' girl. Her back was to him as she spoke to a friend. She 
had the most musical, poetic, enthralling voice he had ever heard. But just as she was turning, Olafson, pinned to the 
spot with fascination, almost painfully curious to see her face, forgetting everything including his own breathing, 
deaf and blind to everything in the universe but ‘that’ girl, was suddenly jolted back into the world as Davies 
physically pulled him away on some urgent business. He was in a daze as he stumbled along with Davis, trying to 
protest, mouthing empty words, pointing like a mad-man back in the direction of ‘that’ girl. 

Two weeks later he heard that voice again. He was enchanted. He was desperate to catch a glimpse of his 
angel's face. For surely, he thought, she must be an angel. He headed in the direction of the voice. Through the 
shelves she saw those legs. And then those slender hips. And then that lovely, soft, inviting cleavage. He walked along 
with her, in the next aisle. 

They were both just about to reach the end of the aisle when, not looking where he was going, Olafson 
tripped and fell. In fact he fell right over her feet. He heard her voice, full of surprise and genuine concern. ‘Oh, are 
you O.K?' 

‘Ah’, he thought, finally. Finally I will get to see the face of my angel. Ah. What rapture’. 

He got to his feet and stood before the altar of his devotion. The temple of his faith. The icon of his 
fascination. The locus of his obsession. He could hardly bare the anticipation. 

And then suddenly his heart fell. He almost fell down again, his legs buckling from shock. His Venus, well, 
let's put it nicely. His Venus seemed to have gone back for seconds when they were handing out the sexy bodies. For 
sure. But by the time she had gotten to the faces. Well. They appear to have run out of the 'good' ones. She had 
obviously been forced to take what the others had rejected, and left. Not to be cruel, but, well, she was a bit of a 
mutt. 

Olafson was devastated. His dreams ruptured. His ideal corrupted. His vision of beauty lost in the 
depressing reality. 

‘Oh well’, he thought to himself. And then aloud he said. ‘Sorry ‘bout that’. You know, you have such a lovely 
voice. You should do voice-overs.’ He quickly became self-conscious of the critique of her looks implicit in that 
statement. But she didn't appear to sense any. 

‘Oh. Thank you. You're so nice. As it happens, I work for a telephone sex line. And I do the over-dubbed 
voices for European porn films. And I'm doing several 'speaking books’ too.’ 

‘Wow. You know, I'd love to hear one some time. What's. Ah. I mean. What's the, ah...’ 

"The number of my telephone sex hotline?’ She laughed. "Look, here's my card’, she cooed, handing him her 
business card. "You're sweet’. ‘Call me anytime and I'll talk you through one for free’. 

‘One...?' Olafson stammered. 'Oh. Yes. I see. He flushed a little. Well, sure, why not. I mean. Can my 
girlfriend listen in?’ He added this lie, not wanting to lead her on. He was not cruel or mean at heart. It was just, well, 
she had an ugly face. And Olafson still had not had time to get used to that fact. Give him time though, and his 
better nature would gain the upper hand again. 
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‘Sure. We get that all the time’. She gave him a sweet, though not too attractive, smile, and then joined her 
friend over at the cosmetics counter. 
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Oops! 


Terry's schoolgirl, whose name we have not mentioned, and will not, out of a courtesy to her, found she had 
developed a little ‘fetish’ for exhibitionism. She got hot at the thought of men perving at her in the changing rooms. 
That last incident with that man in the suit had brought it out in her. It had really turned her on. But how to 
arrange that. I mean, how many men had the nerve to try that sort of thing on? 

She had expressed this new side of her erotic ‘awakening’ to Terry. Casually. Hoping to drop a hint. She said 
it would be hot if one of his colleagues just happened to have a good perve at her in the changing rooms. It would be 
hottest with a stranger. Terry was a great lay. But the perving thing only worked with strange men, she explained. 
‘Maybe one of his mates might just happen to be in the change rooms, at, say, 4p.m tomorrow afternoon?’ she 
suggested, hoping Terry would be generous enough to ‘help a girl out’. 

Terry took the hint. He owed a colleague a favor. He figured this would certainly settle his accounts with 
Ted. Ted would certainly be up for it. He was always showing Terry and the other boys his ‘up-skirt' magazines. 
They showed photos taken up women's skirts. Supposedly in public. But probably just instigated to look that way, to 
play up to their reader's fantasies. 

So he did the ‘deal’. He repaid Ted's favor, which we won't go into here, with this piece of information. Fred 
was harmless, so Terry had no fears of hooking him up in this way. And, anyway, he would himself remain close by, 
just in case. 

And so 4p.m the next day came around. Terry gave the girl a friendly smile as she passed on her way to the 
changing rooms, some panties and a pair of tights in her hands. 

Once she was in, Terry checking that there was no-one else around, gave Fred a nod. Only the best laid plans 
of mice and men and all that. They were both suddenly distracted for a moment by some commotion at the front of 
the shop. It was a few minutes before Fred could get free and wander casually over to the changing rooms. 

He immediately noticed a lovely pair of female legs. He quickly got into the next cabinet. He maneuvered 
himself so that he could look under the gap between the dividing board and the floor. He was already ‘hard' from 
the excitement and anticipation of his first live 'up-skirt'. He pulled his zipper down and eased his cock out from his 
pants, feeling the delicious sensations of erotic stimulation, as his blood turned to warm honey, his breathing 
becoming shallow. 

He couldn't believe his luck. His cock twitched rock hard, pumping and pulsing at the gorgeous sight up 
above him in the next changing cabinet. A young woman was pulling her panties down over her thighs. He could see 
everything clearly. She pulled her knee up over to get out of the panties, and Fred saw the most beautiful pussy he 
had ever seen. The outer lips parted a little as she struggled out of the panties, revealing the delicious pink inner lips. 
He came from the excitement, his cum spurting in an ivory arc onto the curtain, from where he lay, crouched, on the 
ground. 

And then something happened which he could scarcely believe. The girl began masturbating. His cock went 
suddenly rigid again. He began wanking as he stared in thrall as she began rubbing her clit with one hand from the 
front, and then slid two fingers from her other had deep into her hole from behind. She was whining. He was 
moaning. She then leaned down and made eye contact with him as they both came. She had lovely green eyes. 

Just then Terry came back. He passed his girl at the cosmetics counter. She was trying out some new blue 
eyeshadow. The girl on the counter said it brought out the gold in her brown eyes’. Terry was a bit confused, but 
went on, saying nothing. He assumed she had finished with Ted already. So he went off to gain the deepest thanks of 
Ted, and confirm that he had definitely more than paid his debts to him in full. 

Just then Fred was emerging from the changing rooms, his face aglow. 


95 


"Thanks mate. I owe you BIG time. That DVD you want to borrow. It’s yours mate. I'm giving it to you’. At 
this he patted Terry on the shoulder, and, his face almost broken in two by the most self-satisfied of grins, he went 
off on his rounds. 

It would be fair to say that Terry, whose mind did not usually have anything to do at all with curiosity or 
confusion, suddenly found itself quite intrigued. He turned to check that ‘his' girl was really at the counter. In fact 
Ted walked right by her, paying her no attention at all. Something didn't add up. But Terry's mind did not have long 
to consider the point because just then the woman with green eyes emerged from the changing cabin. She had the 
same sort of glow as Fred had had. She gave Terry an idiotic grin as she brushed past him. 

It took Terry's mind a moment to put two and two together and, well, to put these two together. 'Shit'. He 
thought to himself. That was a close call! What were the odds, hey? But then he thought to himself. ‘Maybe this 
exhibitionism thing is a lot more common than I'd ever imagined! 
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Putting some ‘heart’ back into Hartz IV 


When Sander made that call that day to Jessica at the employment office, he himself had not considered the 
‘leverage’ the situation had presented. But Ms. Watt, as we shall call her in her official capacity as employment 
consultant and case manager, immediately saw the potential. 

She made sure she would be the first person that Kevin, the ‘pervert’, saw when he got back to the office. She 
would casually drop some references to his visit to "The Mall’, and his late return. 

She would casually note that she had referred several of their clients for job interviews at that mall. 
Successfully in fact. So successfully that many of her former clients now worked in that Mall. Security guards, to be 
precise, in a particular supermarket. 

And she would hint that she kept in touch with those clients on a regular basis. Just to see how they were 
doing. Sometimes formally. Sometime informally. 

She mentioned a conversation she had just had with one of the guards. A very disturbing conversation in 
fact. About a pervert they had caught perving on some poor innocent young girl. Apparently she had been 
devastated. They had made a report but had not involved the police. Apparently the girl had not wanted to endure 
any more violations of her privacy than she already had. But the guard had said that he was keeping the details on 
file, in case she ever changed her mind. 

Kevin barely maintained his composure. Jessica could see the tears in his mask beginning to run. His adopted 
persona was beginning to look a little untenable. He, the law abiding, by the book, 'morally superior’ petty tyrant, 
was standing on shaky ground. His adopted ‘role’ in the play of life was looking less and less convincing. He barely 
held himself together. He stammered slightly as he addressed her. 

‘Sounds terrible. What a world we live in hey? Oh, by the way. I was reconsidering that proposal. You know, 
the three job seekers whose benefits are under review. You know. I think you made a good case. I'm going to retract 
my recommendation. I think you're right about giving them another chance. I mean. We can't let the employers use 
us to force people to accept working conditions that are unsafe and unreasonable. Really just opportunistic 
exploitation. No. It's not right. No. And I think, if I may add, that in future you will find me much more supportive 
of your endeavors, to, Ah, make the system, well,’ and he almost choked on the word, fairer, for the job seekers. Yes. 
Well. Right then. I guess, we are, Um, have, Ah, cleared that matter up? Ms. Watt. Ah. Jessica? 

‘Why yes Kevin. Certainly. We have definitely cleared up that matter. Let me say how pleased I am that we 
could come to such a clear understanding. Now isn't this a much nicer place to work in now? Isn't this a much nicer 
world to live in? I'm glad that you could find your way to seeing things as you do. Very insightful. Very practical. 
Very reasonable. This way there will be no more victims. Right Kevin? 

'Yes Jessica. As you say. Glad we understand each other so much better now. I'l, ah, I've got a lot of work to 
ahi. 

‘Catch up on? Sure Kevin. But don't worry. No-one noticed you were late. It's our little secret!’, she added, 
with a sly smile and knowing wink that his desperately guilty conscience was bound to interpret the way she'd 
intended. 

With this Kevin tried to hide his discomfort, put on an almost convincing smile, and disappeared as fast as 
he could into his own office. 

'Yes!' Jessica pulled her elbow down with her closed fist upward, in a gesture of satisfaction. This satisfaction 
was personal. This satisfaction was also for her clients. This satisfaction was for the principle of justice. Yes 
sometimes it worked. And in mysterious ways! 
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Terry is not one to fool with. They really should have known better 


One night Terry was staying in a Motel with a girlfriend. Around 2 a.m. some young guys parked in the street 
decided on ‘enlightening’ everyone, through music. Very loud music. Very irritating music. Terry tried to ignore it. 
But ten minutes later he'd had enough. He quietly got dressed and went out to talk some reason to the young men. 
They were parked about 150 meters from the motel. 

‘Look everyone loves music. But it's 2a.m and a lot of us have to get up early tomorrow to go to work. So 
please do us a favor and turn the music down. Or maybe you can find somewhere else where no-one is trying to 
sleep?’ Terry offered, very reasonably, very calmly, and very rationally. He was appealing to reason. He was appealing 
to logic. He was appealing to a sense of fair play. He was appealing to justice as well as freedom. He did not want to 
ruin anyone's fun. He did not want to have his night's sleep ruined either. 

However the young men apparently had no interest in his compelling arguments. They were apparently deaf 
to reason, logic, and had no interest in justice or fair play. They were only interested in their own freedom to act as 
they wished, whatever the price this imposed on others. Whatever infraction and limitation of other's freedoms this 
represented. 

The young men simply ignored him. Smug and complacent, the driver made some joke with his mate in the 
car and kept bobbing his head to the music. 

Now he obviously didn't know Terry. He clearly had never even heard of him. He certainly would not have 
behaved like that if he had. Not unless he had a death wish. 

Terry decided to try the diplomatic line one more time. He tapped on the window. The guy wound it down. 
‘Look I don't want any problems. But you are violating other people's rights. They have a right to a good night’s 
sleep. That has priority over your right to enjoy yourself. You see. It's a simple case of cost benefit analysis. The costs 
you are imposing by satisfying your desires are far greater than the benefits you are enjoying. If you look at this thing 
holistically? 

The young man gave him a look like "What the f... are you on about’, but otherwise said nothing. He wound 
his window back up and, if anything, the music seemed even louder than before. 

Terry had given the young man every chance to be reasonable. Terry had done extensive anger management 
training. He wasn't angry. He was calm. He was in control. He went back into his motel room. The young man 
looked to his mate, pointed to Terry's retreating back, and made some smart comment. His mate laughed. 

Terry then came back out of his room. He walked calmly to the back of the car. He ripped off the petrol cap 
with a pair of pliers. He pulled out a handkerchief and set it alight. He knocked on the car window again. 'If I were 
you two, I would get out of the car right now’, He said in a clear, calm voice. The two looked at the flaming 
handkerchief in horror. As they went for their door handles Terry waited. He waited until they were out of the car 
before sticking the flaming handkerchief into the petrol tank and walking calmly back to his hotel room. 

The two young men ran for their lives. Just as Terry closed his door he heard the loud bang as the tank 
exploded. 

Later when the police came around to investigate the explosion, the two young guys kept going on about 
some psycho in the motel who came out and set their car on fire. 

‘Right. So you're saying the man in that room did this? He turned to his partner. ‘Look I'll go question the 
suspect and you take a statement. O.K? 

He walked across the road, and then the parking lot, and on to the motel room. It was 6 a.m. now. Terry was 
getting ready for work. He'd had to spend the night in the motel as they'd found a dangerous spider infestation in his 
apartment block, and they'd had to get the pest control in.’ 
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‘Oh, hi Terry. It's you. Look mate, sorry to bother you so earlier in the morning’. 

‘Nah, no trouble. I was just getting ready for work. Had to spend the night here cos they're spraying some 
pretty toxic stuff around my apartment block’. 

‘Right. Right. Well. Stupid question. But, did you perchance set fire to that car over there? Only, you see, 
that's the story we're getting from those two’. 

‘Yeh. I did. They were keeping everyone up all night with their music. And the smart arses just ignored me. I 
think in future they may have more respect for the rights of others. You know. A bit more consideration. ' 

Terry’s response startled Mark at first. But he quickly regained his composure. After all, this was Terry. 
What else could you expect from Terry? He was straight up. No B.S. He stood by his own actions. He’d never 
known Terry to shy away from a confrontation. In the past these confrontations had often ended badly for someone. 
Someone who had been in the wrong. But Terry had done all that ‘anger management training’ stuff hadn’t he? 

He paused a moment, looking for the right words. 'Hmmm. Yeh. Right. No, I get your point. I can see 
there's been some sort of misunderstanding. Look if you don't mind, we'll just say you deny everything. Hope you 
don't mind. Just it'll be a huge amount of paperwork. And we'd have to bring you in for questioning and all. And 
these fools have already taken enough of your time’. 

‘Yeh, sure Mark, whatever you say. I deny everything. Never seen those two before. Never seen that car 
before. Didn't hear anything last night. Slept through the night like a baby. Only I didn't wake up screaming or shit 
meself or anything.’ 

"Heh heh. Good one. I'll use it one day’. 

‘You're welcome to it. Look sorry for all the bother. It's just, well, you know, I just don't have time for these 
fucking mother hugging sons of beaches’. People gotta work for a living have a right at least to a good night’s sleep. If 
they can manage with all their cares and stresses. Not like they need some little shits adding to the pile, is it?’ 

‘Sure mate. I agree. I'll take these two, as you put it so nicely, ‘Mother huggers' back to the station and explain 
the situation to them. I can't stop them trying to press charges, but as far as I can see, there weren't any witnesses. 
It'd just be your word against theirs. I won’t keep you any longer. I've got your statement. If we, ah, need anything 
more, we, ah, we know where to find you I guess. Yeh. So, like I say, sorry for having to bother you. Just protocols, 
you know. 

‘Sure Mark. No sweat. And say hi to Carol for me. Tell her we loved the cake she sent over. Just great. She 
should open her own bakery’. 

"Will do. Be seeing you. Bye mate’ 

The two young men waited impatiently for the Police officer to return. 

‘So, are you charging the fucker?’ 

‘Excuse me? Look, are you aware that the use of such language in a public place may constitute an offense 
against the penal code? If I were you I would watch my language. Now. As to your claims, we can find no evidence. 
We asked around earlier, and no-one in the Motel has any recollection of anyone leaving the premises and setting 
fire to your car. Unless you can provide a witness, or any other evidence, I'm sorry we have nothing to investigate. 
On the other hand, this fire looks very suspicious. You have insurance? 

The young man nodded. 

‘Well I would just like to remind you that insurance fraud is a criminal offense. You might consider that 
before making any claims. If I were to be honest, I would say that this fire looks extremely suspicious. We've had a 
spate of young people over-insuring their cars, claiming they have extremely expensive stereo equipment, to defraud 
the insurance company of thousands of dollars. I mean, who on earth would believe someone would spend 10.000 
dollars on a car stereo? ' 

‘Shit Tony. Did you hear that? What he's goin’ on about. I put about 15 grand into this beast. Now look at 
it. And he's goin’ on like they’re not going to pay out on the insurance.’ 
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‘Well anyway. It's not for me to decide. All I can say is that unless you have any further evidence, we've done 
all we can do here. We've taken your statements. Unless you'd like to change them, I'd say my colleague and I will be 
on our way. Right then. If I were you I'd call a tow-truck and move this wreck before you find yourself with an illegal 
obstruction violation notification.’ 

The young man gave him a totally blank look, as in ‘what the ferkel?' 

‘Ah, that's like a parking ticket only a lot more expensive’ the police officer offered in reply. 

And then, trying to do the right thing by everyone, Mark, the police officer, added. 'Look, if I were you, I'd 
drop the claims that someone blew your car up. No-one is gonna believe you. But if, say, you change your statement, 
and let’s say, claim that some electrical fault must have sparked some gas fumes, well, now that they might believe’. 

The car owner gave his mate Tony a look. They seemed to be in agreement. But they were too cool to say 
anything. Then the driver turned to Mark. 'Ah, yeh, I think, you know, that it must have been, ah, like you say. An 
electrical fault. Any problem if we, ah, you know, change our statement? 

Mark brightened. ‘Sure, look, no harm done. Anyone can make a mistake. I'll write up your statement when 
I get back to the station. You boys come can come in later and sign them, after you've called the insurance company 
and reported the, ah, accident’. 
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Comedy club night 


Bob and the other guys from his underground comedy club decided to make a visit to one of the other stand-up 
clubs in town. They'd heard about one act in particular, and wanted to see it for themselves. 

They had just sat through a few less than satisfying routines when the act they'd come to see came out on 
stage. 

He was carrying a classical guitar. He appeared to be quite serious. The room quietened down suddenly. 
Everyone's attention was fixed on the man with the guitar. He adjusted the mic, then placed a chair in front of it. He 
sat down. He began playing. His face went through various looks of agony, constipation, and ecstasy, as he played a 
very delicate, precise piece of classical music. He got a lot of laughs from people who didn't really know if they were 
meant to be laughing or not. They were laughing at his expressions. He looked at times in absolute agony, and then 
suddenly lit up in pure bliss. People were caught up in his moods. They found themselves empathising with him. 
The people who couldn't help laughing still weren't sure if this was meant to be funny or not. 

And then he dropped the pick into the hole. Suddenly everything was totally quiet again. People did not 
know how to react. Some were beginning to feel embarrassed for the poor guy. The guitarist was gently rolling the 
guitar over, trying to get the pick to fall out. He then shook it. He appeared to be losing his temper with it when 
suddenly he whined 'Oh fuck it you fucking piece of shit' and got up and smashed the guitar to pieces on the stage. 

At this a few people who knew the routing began applauding. This broke the shocked spell of the crowd, 
who, realising it was all an act, began cheering and applauding. 

The young man stopped. He bowed to the audience a few times, as Bob's group looked at each other, 
nodding and raising their eyebrows in a show of respect for a fellow artist, and his concept. It definitely had 
something. It had made them laugh. 

Later that night the same guy came out again. He introduced his sketch claiming he was auditioning for a 
small part in a Porn film. ‘But as my agent says, there are no SMALL parts in a porn film’. He paused for the laughs 
to die down. So I'm aiming to, ‘steal the scene’, as they say in the business. You know. Really make it my own. So I've 
been practicing my orgasm faces, moans, and all that. Maybe you can give me some feedback? O.K. So here's my ‘Oh 
my god I'm going to cum’ face.’ He contorted his face in a combination of agony and ecstasy. People laughed in spite 
of themselves. Even the homophobic men couldn't help laughing. He looked ridiculous. ‘But, see, that's the thing. 
We look ridiculous when we cum, don't we? I mean, have you ever looked at your face in the mirror...’ 'On second 
thoughts pointless question’. He waited for the laughter to ebb again. ‘But we find the expression on our partners 
face the most beautiful in the world, don't we?’ At this he mimicked his girlfriend's orgasm face. It was a 
combination of ‘Nun in religious rapture’ and ‘Woman in the dentist's chair’. Something about the way he made the 
faces made him irresistibly funny. You could see he was enjoying himself. He could barely stop himself from 
laughing. ‘And you know they say a woman looks almost the same having a great orgasm as when delivering a baby. 
Some doctors even recommend the woman masturbate, or be sexually stimulated by her partner, to induce labor. 
Wouldn't that be poetically appropriate? Stage one, conception begins with great pleasure. Stage two, birth, should 
continue in the same tone’. "Thank you, and goodnight’. He bowed again, smiling that easy, happy smile, accepting 
the applause graciously. 

The next comic was a young lady. She went straight into her routine, as if she was just continuing a 
conversation she had been having with us. 

‘Yeh, so, one of my girlfriends told me about an absolutely ingenious kid she met. He's 17. His parents put all 
this money into a trust fund when he was really young. Apparently he was real 'wunsch kind’. The mother was 
overjoyed, and the father terribly proud. He was already 65. She was 42. They died when he was 15. Apparently they 
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were both in the flight cabin of their jet when it de-pressurised. They didn't notice the lack of oxygen. Just passed out 
peacefully in their sleep and onto whatever was waiting for them on 'the other side’. Apparently it’s a great way to go, 
if you're going to go. You just get a bit sleepy, then pass out. Then in a few minutes you have ‘shaken off this mortal 
coil’, 

Yeh, so not only did he collect on the insurance money, but they were loaded from the start. There was some 
talk that she'd gotten cancer. But there was no evidence of insurance fraud or suicide. The plane crashed into the 
sea. A really deep part of the ocean. 

Anyway, so here's the thing. They'd set conditions on his trust fund. My girlfriend applied for this ‘Lesbian 
creative escape weekend’. Now she's not lesbian, as such. But you see there was this ‘cultural and educational 
foundation’ that gave out ‘grants’. It had become well known around a certain select group of attractive young 
women. The ‘grants’ covered all the costs for so-called ‘creative retreats’. She told me there were all sorts of ‘creative’ 
people there. Dancers, musicians. They'd all applied for the grants. And they were taking part in the organised 
activities. The food and wine were fantastic she said. Only strange thing was the ‘naked interpretive dance’ course 
that was compulsory. But no-one minded. You see by chance all the applicants were really attractive young women. 
And supposedly all lesbian. So there were no complaints. 

Anyhow, turns out this was all the idea of that young man to get around his trust fund provisions. You see 
he was only allowed, until his 21st birthday, to access his trust fund in order to make ‘grants’ for ‘educational and 
cultural purposes’, as per the tax status of the trust fund. So he'd set up this ‘foundation’ whose sole purpose was to 
bring hot young women to his ‘retreat’ where they would be dancing naked, doing naked yoga, and the like. So. Well. 
There you go. That's what I call ‘creative’. 

She had not expected huge laughter or applause, but got the chuckles and comments she had been angling 
for, and she was pleased. She took a sip of water and then continued in the same tone. 

‘Oh, and that reminds me of this television ad I saw in the States. The ad is set inside a big jumbo jet full of 
people. The plane is crashing. Most people are panicking. Then the camera focuses in on a couple who look really 
pleased with themselves. Even joyous. Others around them are confused and curious. ‘Why are you two so happy? 
They look at each other, smiling, and then answer in unison. ‘Cos finally we'll be able to send our kids to college’. 
"They'll get millions in insurance when we crash’. It was an ad for some savings and investment product to finance 
the children's college education’. 

She was satisfied with the response. The audience was satisfied with her performance. It was about wit rather 
than belly laughter. It was about being amusing, and clever. She had aimed well, and hit, her mark. 

After the show the boys met up with her to congratulate her on her routine, and to invite her along to the 
next stand-up night at their club. They were sharing some ideas, when she suddenly lit up, clearly having been 
‘visited by her muse’. 

"How’s this for routine. About violence in Hollywood films. It could go something like this’, she offered, 
calm, but clearly enthusiastic. 'Ever noticed how violence is ‘justified’ and ‘legitimated’ in Hollywood films? Like of 
course we are told that violence is bad. But still there is all this violence in Hollywood films. So how do they get away 
with it? Simple. It's all ‘justifiable homicide’. So what you'll get, over and over, is some peace-loving man. 
Conveniently he is usually as ex elite soldier or spy, trained in every sort of violence. That's O.K cos our soldiers and 
spies only kill bad guys. The enemy! Right?’ They nodded their assent. 

'O.K, so this retired trained killer is minding his own business, keeping to himself, caring for his family, 
bothering no-one. A good, peace-loving guy. And then suddenly he is provoked into a string of excessively violent 
actions. But it is all ‘justified’ and ‘legitimated’ by that provocation. You know, some terrorists kidnap his daughter 
or kill his wife. Or like in ‘falling down’, the guy loses his job. And all the things he overlooked before, like all the 
waste and corruption in his society, which he used to benefit from, but doesn't any more, cos he's lost his cushy 
government job, suddenly really piss him off. 
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‘Now in reality he is just venting his self-pity and anger at life. But he can justify all his venting of his anger at 
becoming just one of the rest of us slaves, at least to himself, simply as he defines himself as a victim. Like victims 
have our sympathy. And so he gets to do all the stuff most of the audience only get to do in their wildest destructive 
fantasies and dreams’. 

They exchanged understanding nods and a few verbal gestures among themselves, before she went on. 
Clearly this was going somewhere. Somewhere comic. And so she continued. 

Td like to do a South-park-like episode. Let’s call it “Falling Over’. 'I gave 30 years of my life to America, and 
then one day they tell me videos are obsolete...and I'm out of a job...fuckers... and the ex-video store owner goes ape- 
shit at every slightest irritation....'they turn the lights on an hour early, just to waste electricity to make the electric 
company more money....they put bread and milk in the far corner end of the supermarket to force you to walk past 
everything else. Then they put sweets and tobacco at the register to trick you. To get your kids addicted... And so he 
loses his temper and blows up a supermarket, including the little kids and parents he claims to be pissed off for!’ She 
didn't give them time to respond, caught up in the ideas that were just then appearing in his consciousness. She 
became a little 'speedy’ in her delivery, clearly rushing after the ideas, a little fearful of losing them. 

‘Or how about this ‘trailer’ for a new film ‘Justifiable homicide’. 'Look kids, violence is bad...'I don't like 
violence, our character could protest in his high pitched weak, strung out voice. ‘But they provoked me. They 
couldn't just leave me in peace. They had to ...Argghhhh!!!. We see him react with massive violence to the slightest 
provocation. Blood and body parts flying off in all directions as he goes berserk. And then once the bloodshed is 
over, he speaks to himself. ‘It's O.K, Ron Jambo, calm down, everything is fine. Just relax. You're gonna be O.K. 
Breathe deeply. O.K. O.K. I'm O.K now.’ And he goes on his way, leaving a trail of death, destruction, and massive 
devastation behind him. And then a voice over proclaims: "They provoked him. Now he can fuck up as bad as he 
likes, cos anything he does is (now reverting to that deep film trailer voice) ‘justifiable homicide’. And now adopting 
a serious, adult voice. 'Remember kids, violence is bad. But this is (once more in that deep film trailer voice they use 
for the 'tag')'justifiable homicide’. 

Bob and his mates agreed that the ideas really showed potential. They were funny. And they made important 
social commentaries. Psychological commentaries. The real point of humor. Not just to make people laugh. But to 
trick them into thinking. Into self-reflection. 
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If you love someone 


Bob was out doing some errands when he ran into Cheryl, the wife of one of his underground comedy club 
members, Brian. He hadn't seen Brian going on a few months now, and he'd always meant to catch up with him, and 
find out if everything was O.K. His absence was felt not just by Bob, but by everyone down at the club. 

‘Oh Hi Cheryl. Haven't seen Brian around the club lately. Is everything all right? 

"Hi Bob. Yeh, well. Actually. See. Um. Well that's the thing. I'm, ah, having second thoughts about. Well, 
look, this is how it is. I thought Brian should spend more time around the house. And sort of. Well. Grow up. This 
dream of his to be a stand-up. Well. You know. Seemed a bit childish to me.' 

‘And the thing is’, she continued guiltily. The reason he hasn't been down the club much lately is because of 
me. I sort of put the hard word on him. Either me or the club.’ 

‘Ah, I see. I'm sorry you feel that way Cheryl’, Bob responded, genuinely disappointed and concerned. 

‘Yeh, well. You see’, Cheryl began a little hesitantly. 'I'm sorta having second thoughts now an‘ all. I mean, it 
was great that he was willing to make that sacrifice. But what kind of bitch have I become that I would take a man's 
dreams away from him? He's been miserable. Of course he's too much of a decent guy to complain to me about it. 
But I can see. It's really killing him. I mean he just doesn't seem to have any real life in him anymore.’ 

'I think I've done a terrible thing, Bob. And I'm not sure how to...’ she paused, searching for the right 
words...’put things right again. Get my old Brian back. I'd love to be able to turn back the clock. But how do you do 
that?, she asked, ‘at a loss for not only words, but solutions.’ 

‘Why not just tell him this Cheryl?', Bob offered, wondering why it was that people had such a hard time 
communicating with their own partners. 

‘Yeh, you're right. Sorry Bob. You must think I'm a real idiot’, Cheryl responded, relieved, and sounding like 
she really did feel like a fool for not having done just that long ago. 

‘No Cheryl. We all think you're a lovely woman. You've been really great for Brian. You should have seen 
him before he met you Cheryl. Nah. You've been the making of Brian. But I'm glad you've decided to let him back. 
Everyone has to have a dream Cheryl. What's a man without a dream?’ 

‘What's worse, Bob, is that he's always helped me realise my dreams. The clothing store. That holiday to 
France. Oh just so many things. He's so generous. I don't know what came over me. Just envy I guess. You see 
whenever he comes home from the club after a night with you boys, well, he's in such a good mood. I wish I could 
make him feel like that. I know it's stupid. But I'm jealous of you boys.' 

'I think you're just looking at it the wrong way, Cheryl’, Bob offered, trying to be helpful. 'You're everything 
to him. But a man needs time away from the missus. He needs some time with his mates. Just guy stuff. You know. 
It's nothing personal. Jeez. He spends most of the time telling us how great you are.’ 

‘Really Bob? He really says that?’ Cheryl responded, her voice suddenly full of vitality and optimism again. 
‘Oh I feel so guilty now. Look. I'm going home and I'm going to have this conversation with Brian. You're right. 
Thanks Bob. You're a treasure.’ With this she gave Bob a big kiss on the cheek which left him slightly startled. 

‘Ah. Yeh. Sure Cheryl. Any time’. The words sort of tumbled out of Bob's mouth while he tried to think of 
something to say. ‘Oh, and please remember to tell Brian we're having a meeting this Wednesday night about the big 
stand-up charity do. We're thinking of pooling together our material and sending one of the boys off to the big 
smoke. So tell him to bring any new stuff he's been working on. Oh, and tell him 8p.m. Not the usual 7p.m. And 
Cheryl'...he paused to wait for her to turn, so he could make eye contact, and drive his intended message 
home...'There's no rule saying you can't come every once in a while. In fact we're thinking of making it more of a 
mixed night from now on. You see quite a few of the other wives have been complaining too. So. Well. You're 
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welcome too. And you'd be doing me and everyone a big favor if you let the other wives know too. Maybe sort of 
explain to them. I guess even apologise on our behalf for not including them as much as we should have.’ It was a 
heart-felt plea that fell on receptive ears. 

‘Really. Well who knows hey? You might just see me there one of these nights too’ Cheryl responded, full of 
reciprocal authenticity and warmth. 'O.K. Gotta go. And thanks again. You know, for being such a good mate to 
Brian. And for being such a good listener’. 

‘Sure Cheryl. Look. Brian's a real keeper. You've got someone special there. And anyone will tell you he's 
madly in love with you. Nothing for you to worry about there. O.K, then, I'm off.’ 
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Bob’s underground comedy club meets again 


Brian was really happy to be able to get back to his regular night at the club. And it gave him the chance to share a 
new idea he'd had with the boys. 

‘So we open the scene with this guy waking up from a great sleep, all peaceful, quiet, tranquil, and calm. He 
gets out of bed in a great mood, and sets out to enjoy the sunny winter morning, It is such a lovely, quiet morning. 
He opens the curtains to let in the glorious sunshine. He makes himself some coffee, then sets up the lounge with 
some cushions so he can just relax and enjoy the sunny silence. It is pure bliss. Heavenly. He is totally at ease. But 
then he notices a slight dripping sound. He is not really irritated by it. But he decides to get up to turn it off, just to 
keep the idyllic morning perfect. 

So he gets up and to find the source of the dripping. He finds it and turns the tap a little tighter. It stops. He 
is once more perfectly serene. He settles back into his comfy sofa to enjoy the utter peace in the warming sunlight. 
He is almost purring like a cat with pleasure. Then he notices a new dripping sound. He gets up, once again calmly 
determined to have utter peace. He finds the source. And again he returns to his perfect blissful relaxation. He is 
content. 

But then a new dripping sound catches his attention. This time it is the toilet. But he can't find a way to stop 
it. He fiddles and fusses. He grows ever more impatient and frustrated. He bangs his head and scrapes his knuckles. 
He drops something in the toilet. It was in his pocket and slipped out when he leaned in to inspect the toilet. He 
becomes more and more frustrated. This turns to anger as everything he does just seems to make it worse. Finally he 
loses his cool totally and begins kicking and shoving the toilet furiously, until the cistern breaks off. 

In the process he just happens to accidentally hit the valve, shutting off the water to the toilet. And so the 
dripping stops. Now having achieved his end, he is once more content, and goes back to his sofa in the sun, calm and 
happy. 

‘Sure, it needs work. But it's funny, ultimately, as he contradicts the audience’s expectations in the end. See 
he just wants his peace and quiet. He is a nice guy. And once he gets it he forgives the universe for the inconvenience. 
He's an optimist. He looks on the positive side of things. He doesn't let the negative things get him down. He's the 
Nietzschean super-man. He accepts all the shit as the price of the good. And he can still enjoy the good despite what 
it might cost him. See? He values good things in absolute terms. No cost-benefit analysis for him. No complaining 
about the costs. He just focuses on the good stuff. That's what ultimately makes him the hero. He triumphs. He is 
the glorious victor!’ 


106 


Slims’sketch 

Another of the guys, ironically nick-named ‘slim’, had prepared a sketch for the evening as well. 

‘So there's this guy, right. With a plan. A man with a plan. And he's sticking to it. No matter what. Got his 
mind made up. So he's checking out this car a woman has advertised. Right? 'So this is it eh?’ One thousand you're 
asking, right? I see it has new tyres, really great interior, no leaks, can't see any rust or body damage, and according to 
these receipts, you've seen to everything. Yeh. From what I can see, it needs absolutely nothing done.’ At this the 
woman smiles, sensing she's made a sale. And so she is lost for words, even dismayed, when the guy replies, almost 
apologetically. "Yeh, well, you see, that's the problem. I'm kinda looking for a do-er-upper you know. I'm gonna have 
to pass on this one. Sorry.’ 

"He leaves her a bit disoriented, confused, and disappointed. We then follow him to the next seller. A really 
dodgy looking middle aged man. He checks the car over. It needs new tyres, there are big oil leaks, and the interior is 
all cracked. There are scratches and rust. The guy has no receipts for any repairs. He test drives it and the gear-box 
misses third. Our character brightens visibly. We see him doing some mental calculations. 'How much you say you 
want for it?’ A thousand ey? Look, I'll give you 800.’ The seller accepts readily, keen to have the heap of junk off his 
hands. Our character drives off, rubbing his hands with glee’. 

He got a mixed response, with some of the guys sort of left scratching their heads, while others had been 
quite impressed. This meant he was going to have to do some work on the material. 
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Sarah’s routine 

For the first time, they had a woman among them. Shane's wife Sarah. She was a little nervous, but the boys 
soon put her at ease. 

And so she began. "This sketch is called, "What they really said, and what you'd think they must have said, 
based on the reaction they got’ 

‘So we begin with a young man. Decently dressed. Very polite. Clean-cut. He knocks on the door of the 
office before entering. He's in some public servant's office. He has politely asked for an explanation and is not 
satisfied with the response he has received. 'I'm sorry, but I don't think that is the case. I would like to speak to your 
supervisor please. Just to clear things up’. 

‘Now based on how the public servant described that same interaction to his boss, we would have imagined a 
loud, aggressive punk, swastika tattoo on his wrist, unwashed, with a pit-bull on a leash, kicking down the office 
door, lunging aggressively at the public servant, his dog snarling, threatening to beat the hell out of him if he doesn't 
immediately get his supervisor in there’. 

The boys thought they got where she was heading with the sketch. They looked at each other giving her 
approving nods. ‘Yeh, great Sarah. It's got real potential. Just needs some work.’ 

‘Really. Thanks. You see I've got ideas for a whole series of ‘em. You know, like a student with their teacher, a 
wife with her husband, a young guy chatting up a cute girl. There's so much I can do with the concept.’ 

‘Wow Sarah. Yeh. Good. Good. I think you've struck a real winner there’. The other boys all nodded their 
agreement with Bob. 

Then Shane, her husband, who had been observing everything nervously, hoping for the best, but 
nonetheless pretty anxious, came up and congratulated her. ‘See Sarah, I told you you'd be fine’. 

'I told the girls I was coming tonight. They were a bit skeptical. But I'm glad I did. Thanks boys for being so 
supportive’ Sarah almost gushed with relief. She felt now like she belonged here, after all, and her decision had not 
been the mistake her friends had warned her it would be. 
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Revolutionaries, hey? 

Then it was Bob's turn. He'd worked out a little routine he thought Sander would appreciate. 

‘So. Revolutionaries, Hey. What you think? They are just a BIT thick, aren't they? I mean, think about it. 
They call for revolution. Now when a wheel turns a full revolution, what do you get? NO CHANGE AT ALL. You 
end up where you started. See if they sat down quietly and thought about it. Well, they'd be calling for 180 degrees. 
Right? But no, they just have to go off half-cocked. I mean, basically what every revolution in history has done is 
replace one nasty dictator with another. France killed off its ruling classes, then Napoleon replaced them with his 
own lot. The American revolutionary leaders kicked out the British elites, only to fill the vacant positions 
themselves. And what was in it for the little guy, Joe average? They got new masters to serve. Yey! Yippee! They get 
the ‘progresses of a full revolution’. 

‘Which brings me to Australia. How the Yanks are always joking how Australia was founded by criminals. 
Well at least they were honest thieves and such. Not traitors. They didn't go and turn on their own people, starting a 
civil war that lead to so much suffering and misery. I mean, what a waste. Just to replace one lot of crooks with 
another. But I think war and violence are in the American blood. I mean they haven't been able to keep out of 
virtually every country in the world. They've invaded more than a dozen. Starting with the invasion of Mexico. That 
one was to maintain slavery. Then all those South American countries they either invaded, or whose criminal 
military regimes they supported. And you see they kept out of WWI and WWII so long in order to keep profiting 
from the war. 

They were selling stuff to Germany and Japan right up to the declaration of war. And of course they always 
come in at the end when everyone else is buggered and about to give up anyway. And what were they doing in 
Vietnam? The people had voted for a socialist government. The majority supported it. Then the U.S go in there and 
tell the minority who didn't get elected that they'll overthrow the democratically elected government for them. It's 
just big business. Pinochet in Chile, Marcos in The Philippines, and all the fascists were great business partners. So 
the U.S government helped them round up and torture any opposition. Of course if you oppose U.S business 
interests you're either a 'commy bastard’, or a ‘terrorist’ by definition’. 

'I guess war and hate go together. So much hate in the U.S. For example they hate homosexuals. But why? 
Surely homosexuality is superior to heterosexuality? No need for contraception. No unwanted pregnancies. No 
Abortions. You have greater compatibility. Sex wise. T.V program wise. The women can go off with each other to 
restaurants and romantic movies while the boys stay home watching sports and pornography. See what I mean. 
Wouldn't the world be a much nicer place if we were all homosexual? 

‘But, see, this is the thing. It's all about babies. The beneficiaries of large populations, the kings, the rich, the 
priests, the generals, they all want you to have as many babies as you can. Human capital. That's what you are to 
them. Means to their own ends. So the more of you the better for them. More consumers, more tithe payers, more 
tax payers, and more soldiers. Supply and demand. The more workers there are the less you have to pay them. The 
more consumers there are, the more you can charge them. 

It's all about big business. You try to find one taboo or religious proscription against suicide, masturbation, 
anal sex, or homosexuality before the advent of slavery. You won't. It wasn't until we became means to other people's 
ends, whether literally as slaves, serfs, or just ‘de-facto’ wage-slaves and military conscripts, that all the taboos against 
anal sex, masturbation, suicide, and homosexuality suddenly emerged. See masturbation and anal sex don't produce 
more slaves. Homosexuals don't ‘accidentally’ produce new slaves every 9 months or so’. 

Sander was impressed. The others were left thinking. Bob, all in all, was happy with his routine. Of course it 
was going to take a bit more work before it would reach its full comic, and intellectual, potential. That was why they 
were all here. You couldn't really tell if something worked or not until you tested it with an audience. 
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Trent’s idea 

'O.K. Great to see everyone here again. So here's an idea I've been working on. There's this guy, see. Thinks 
he is going crazy. Every night around 2.a.m he is woken by what seems to be the sound of someone breaking up 
concrete with a jack-hammer. But it just couldn't be. The only other flat in his building was upstairs. And the owner 
was overseas, so he had been told. The rest of the building was being used as storage for a second hand furniture 
store. So, on his girlfriend's advice, he goes to see a Freudian Psychotherapist. The therapist tells him the jack- 
hammer is a penis. The concrete is his mother. He is reliving the repressed sexual fantasies of his infancy. He tells 
him that if he simply confronts these oedipal desires and accepts them, then he should find that the sleep 
disturbances disappear. So he does as his psychotherapist advises. But still, the jack-hammer noises appear as usual. 
Eventually he gets himself medicated. In fact he considers he must be paranoid to even consider that someone might 
be breaking up concrete every morning at around 2 a.m. just to piss him off. 

‘Next we go to a shot of his apartment at 2 a.m. He is sleeping soundly, thanks to the medication. Then we 
get a shot of the apartment upstairs from him. There is a guy getting a jack-hammer out from under his bed, 
swearing at the floor, ‘Fuck you. This'll teach you to’. Apparently the guy was acting out repressed oedipal feelings for 
his mother’. 

‘Needs a bit of work, I know. But then there's this bit I've worked out. A friend goes to visit his mate. He 
wants to invite him over for a big World Cup soccer party. When he gets there he notices his friend is wearing one of 
the ankle-GPS bracelets they give to people on ‘home detention’. It monitors his location, so if he goes more than 
five meters from his house, the police are notified, and he goes to prison. His friend looks down at the bracelet. 'Oh, 
sorry mate. I thought that thing was to come off a few months ago? Wasn't your sentence 3 months?’ 

‘Shhh. Keep it down mate. Look. It's like this. It's been paradise since I got this thing. The girlfriend was 
always naggin' me that we should go out more often, you know, restaurants, clubs, her friend's parties. See, and then 
this little beauty came along. This ‘Saviour’. I haven't had it so easy in ages. I get to sit around the house all day 
watching sports. That judge did me the biggest favor ever when he handed down that sentence.’ 

The boys really loved that one. And tonight, that included Sarah. She’d quickly been accepted as ‘one of the 
boys’. 

‘Oh, and then there's this idea. This guy is walking in the park and comes across a girl laying on the ground, 
apparently unconscious. He panics, running to assist her. He hits his head on a low branch he didn't notice, and falls 
right on top of her. The impact of his fall brings her to. She looks around, confused, and then sees him. She checks 
his pulse and breathing, then shakes him to bring him to. He awakes to stare into the most beautiful green eyes he 
has ever seen. They hit it off and fall madly in love’. 

‘Right. And my final offering to the gods of comedy. A newspaper Interviewer phones our author about a 
'Fatwah' that has been issued on him, in relation to a book he has recently published. The interviewer is keen to 
know what precautions he is taking, how he is living with the fear, and all that sort of human drama. Apparently 
Scientology had put out a ‘fair game’ policy on him, and also an informal ‘Papal Bull’ was said to be in effect. But all 
the author can think of is Jeez, really? You mean someone has actually read my book? Wow!’ 

Oh, yeh. I almost forgot. I got a job offer. My manager says my reputation has been spreading. Apparently 
I've earned a real name for myself among my audiences. Seems word has got around about my routines. I've been 
offered a gig as a motivational speaker at a euthanasia convention! 

He got a few chuckles for the fatwah one, and a round of cheers for the last. That was pretty much what he 
had counted on, so all in all, he was satisfied. Like everyone, he realised that all routines required a lot of ‘polishing’ 
before they could be expected to really ‘shine’. 
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Sander’s vision of family life with Jessica? 


Sander woke from a new dream the morning of his date with Jessica. In the dream he and Jessica were looking into 
the room of their daughter. She was kneeling down in prayer next to her bed. She was such a gorgeous, innocent, 
charming vision. She is kneeling next to her bed, praying. They wait as quietly as possible in order to hear her. “...and 
please make all non-believers burn horribly in hell for all eternity, and please god make Alice's hair all fall out so Ben 
will want to be my boyfriend, and make Mrs. Lee die horribly in a car accident so I won't get in trouble for not doing 
my homework, and please god make my breasts grow so Mr James will think I am sexy and want to fuck me and...’ 
Sander woke at just that moment to the sound of his alarm clock. 
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The messenger 


Davis came into the staff room on hearing a familiar voice. Olafson was complaining, going on about 
‘people’ leaving their rubbish on the table, like we've got nothing better to do first thing during our 10 minute break 
other than clean up their mess. But then Davis remembers that actually, he and Olafson were the last ones in the 
staffroom yesterday. But he can't see any point in bringing this fact to Olafson's attention. Why be the messenger? 
Did anyone ever reward anyone for bringing their own errors to their attention?’ 

‘Yeh. Lazy bastards’, Davis added, just to validate Olafson. He then tried ‘leading’ him to a more positive 
mood. ‘Yeh, but don't let it get to ya. Remember, today is payday! 

‘Yeh. Right. Hey. Yeh. I'll be off to pick up my new T.V. Can you believe it. Finally. Jeez I've been lookin’ 
forward to this. You free to help me get it home Davis? We can watch the Brazilian premier’s league on Sat. 

‘Of course mate. Of course. What are mates for 'ey?', Olafson replied, glad to change the subject. 

But then they both hear a strange noise coming from the manager's office. They go to investigate. They find 
the young bloke who had just started last week. He was laying, drunk, on the floor, an empty bottle of wine next to 
his left hand, the cork still in his right hand. 

‘Shit mate. You see what I see. Is that that bottle of wine the boss has been saving for the last 5 years? You 
know’, he said in response to Davis's blank look, as he struggled to work out what Olafson was on about...'The one 
he's been saving for his 10th wedding anniversary? This blokes in the shit for sure. Look. I dunno what's lead him to 
this, but we've got to help him, or he'll lose this job for sure. Look you try to sober him up a bit, and I'll clean up here. 
K?' 

'Right.' Davis offered, still not clear about the thing with the wine. He started pulling the young man up to 
his feet, and half led, half carried him, across the office towards the staffroom. He lay him on the old sofa and went 
to make some coffee. Meanwhile Davis was in a real quandary. What to do about the bottle of wine. He had the 
bottle and the cork. He took a whiff. It had been white wine. Then suddenly and idea occurred to him. The boss 
would not be opening this bottle for at least another 5 years, if he was true to his word. They'd have time to find a 
better solution later. He pulled down his fly and began peeing into the bottle. He managed to get it half full. 

"Hey, Davis, can you come in here for a minute’, Olafson called to Davis, who was sitting next to the new 
guard, holding the coffee up to his mouth for him to drink. 

‘Sure’, Davis called back. As he entered the office he wondered aloud. 'So what's up now?’. By way of answer 
Olafson handed him the bottle, with a meaningful look. "Hey, I thought it was empty? How'd you?.... I mean, 
Where'd you...'? 

But he put two and two together for himself before Olafson needed to answer, and recoiled slightly. ‘Oh no. 
No. No way' he mumbled, pushing the bottle away with his hands, back toward Olafson. But then he thought of 
what a joke it would be on his boss, and he suddenly warmed to the idea. 

‘Ah, yes, I see. Yes, look, you go fix the young bloke's coffee, and I'll see what I can manage.’ Olafson left the 
room. Davis waited a moment, summoning his focus, before completing the task Davis had begun. He took the cork 
and managed to push it back into the bottle. Just as he was putting it up on the shelf he heard Davis call out ‘Boss's 
back’. He quickly tidied up the office and went and next to the young bloke, pulling him up to a sitting position just 
as the boss came in. 

‘Oh, I didn't realise young Jones was on duty.’ 

‘Well actually he just came in pick up some, ah, notes. Yes. For his, ah, training course. He's, ah, yeh, doing 
some advance first aid. Should come in handy round here’, 

‘Yes, that it will. That it will’ the Boss asserted, taking control of the conversation as usual, trying to 
dominate everything and everyone. 'Good to see such initiative in a young man’ he assured everyone present, as he 
continued on his way. Olafson knew he wouldn't look too closely. He never paid them much attention. They were 
just ‘grunts’ to him. But they didn't mind. He left them to themselves and they didn't bother him. Call it 
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reciprocity. Whether the boss meant well, or was just an arrogant, self-centered jerk, his indifferent, laissez-faire 
attitude to his ‘workers’, well, worked for everyone. 

Then Davis came back with the coffee, and they revived the young man. When he was fit to speak, they 
found out that his girlfriend had left him, and kicked him out of her flat. They promised they'd have a call around, to 
see if they could find him at least a temporary room with one of the boys from the Mall security, or the Comedy 
club. 
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An impressionable young lady? 


Pete, another of the ‘old guard' who had been around for years, had seen Terry and that school girl going into and 
out of the changing rooms. Sure they ‘staggered’ their entrances and exits, but he got suspicious. Terry appeared to be 
in a strangely good mood. Not that he changed his expression much. He just looked that little bit less formidable and 
unapproachable. And the changing rooms just stank of sex, to the nose of any guy that hadn't had it for a very long 
time. And Pete hadn't. So Pete decided he'd try his own luck with a school-girl. If Terry could pull such a hot bird, 
then surely Pete was in with a chance. She didn't need to be as attractive as what Terry had ‘scored’. Any girl would 
do. Any woman would do. He was at that stage of sexual desperation. 

And so any time there were some likely looking girls around, Pete was sure to get wind of them, and find 
some excuse to loiter. He had no idea how Terry had pulled such a gorgeous, sexy, horny young thing. So he was just 
playing it by ear. Maybe they had a thing for the uniform? Maybe a ‘daddy complex’? Had her father been a security 
guard? It seemed to work for Charlie Sheen in "Two and a half men’. 

Pete was always looking for some angle. Listening to the girls talking. Trying to pick up on any bit of 
information or clues that might give him a ‘foot in the door’. 

One afternoon he overheard this cute school-girl raving about this guy she fancied. Thing was, it seems she 
had a thing for the criminal type. Something about the danger and rebellion seemed to inspire her. From what he'd 
heard, she'd had sex with this guy in his van a few times. She showed her friend what she said was an I-phone he'd 
stolen and given her. 

This gave Pete an unlikely idea. 'Hey girls. You don't happen to know anyone might be interested in some 
cheap, ah, well, electrical merchandise that just happened to ‘fall off the back of a truck’, shall we say? I mean. Just 
perchance.’ 

‘At this the girl brightened. Yeh, sure. What ya got?’ 

‘Well what you looking for? 

‘Ah. It's like that is it ‘eh?’ 

‘Well let’s say we've got a wide range of goods on offer. And what we don't have, we can, er, let us say 
‘arrange’ to get with a few days’ notice’. 

‘So you like flog the stuff? Right? Now how's that for irony. A security guard that steals stuff. Cool. So you 
work here full-time? I haven't seen you around the mall lately? 

‘Yeh, well, thing is, things got a bit hot for me in the city. So I thought I would move out here to the burbs 
while I let things cool down.’ 

"The city ‘ey? Sounds excitin'. Look, here's my number.’ She gave him a bit of paper torn from a school-book 
with a mobile number on it. 'Maybe you wanna tell me some more about the city 'an stuff? And maybe I can get a 
look at your, ah, goods’. She gave his crotch a nice little glance as she said this. 

Pete was getting a hard-on. And she noticed. She smiled, staring him right in the eyes. Looks like I might be 
in for a real bargain’, 

‘Yeh. Sure. I mean. Whatever, ah, turns you on’. 

‘Really. Whatever turns me on? Now there's an offer a girl shouldn't refuse too lightly’. She laughed and 
walked away, turning after a few steps, smiling. ‘Call me’. She looked at his crotch again. His pants were bulging 
under the strain. ‘Call me tonight.’ 

Pete could not believe his good luck. His patience and determination had paid off. Now all he needed was a 
lot of ‘stolen’ merchandise to stop her suspecting anything. But where was he going to get a lot of ‘stolen’ 
merchandise? 
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Then the idea hit him. There were loads of empty boxes from all the demonstration stock. Chances are she'd 
never actually look in anything. He could ‘accidentally’ let her see a room full of these boxes, then quickly close the 
door. At least it was worth the try. 

And anyway. It was not like he was going to try to keep a 16 year old girlfriend. Likely he'd get to fuck her a 
few times, and she'd get bored of him. Which was fine by him. 
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Sander’s big date 


Sander was really keen on Jessica. She was intelligent. She had a big heart. She was compassionate. She seemed to 'get' 
him. She didn't appear at all intimidated by his manner. For some reason she never appeared to find him ‘abrasive’. 
And she was a good flirt. She made him comfortable. He was confident that he at least had a chance with her. She 
was at least open to the possibility. And so he had decided to cook dinner for her at his flat. 

'I heard there was some really big commotion at the mall. It was all over the papers and tele. Must have been 
exciting? Jessica said after Sander had offered her a seat and a drink, by way of getting the conversation started.’ 

Sander appreciated what she was up to, and went along. "Well actually, apart from a bit of graffiti, and an 
hour spent rounding up some animals, it was all over in a few minutes. The biggest problem was dealing with all that 
media. They came in from miles around. Even the national papers and news were here. We had to do the security for 
the press conference, and make sure this A.L.A didn't get up to any more 'tricks' while the media were sniffing 
around. For all we knew they might have had more in store for us. But we did a few really careful searches and 
decided that they had simply come, done their thing, and taken off. It probably did the mall businesses not harm. If 
anything, they got tonnes of free media coverage’ 

Jessica acknowledged his point, then indicating the meal, she inquired, in a very positive tone, 'You're vegan, 
if I'm not mistaken? I mean this entire meal. It's lovely. And I'm pretty sure no animals suffered for it. Am I right?’ 

‘Yeh, well. I don't like to think that some other creature, be it human or other animal, had to suffer for my 
sake. I just can't enjoy benefits that come at the cost of cruelty to other living things’, Sander replied, warily. He was 
worried his ethics might again ruin his chances of happiness, as they always seemed to do. 

Jessica noted the hesitancy, and the anxiety, that her comment had brought out in him. She was determined 
to make sure that he knew that she was on his side. So she quickly added. ‘Actually, you know, I've been considering 
it for a long time myself. This vegan stuff. I mean, from what I've read, vegetarians are much healthier than the 
average person. All those growth hormones, anti-biotics, mercury, and other toxins that end up in the meat, eggs, 
and milk. It seems every day they're discovering some new health threat.’ 

Sander was relieved. And again impressed. But he was still a little cautious. He waited to see what she would 
say next, not wanting to say the wrong thing, just when things seemed to be going well. 

‘Then there's the global-warming issue’, Jessica decided to add, noting Sander's apparent unwillingness to 
comment. ‘Scientists say that the impact of everyone becoming a vegan would be greater than getting rid of every car, 
bus, plane, factory, and power generation plants.’ 

"Then there's the destruction of the world's rain-forests. Most of this destruction occurs to clear more land 
for beef cattle, and to grow soy to feed them. I learned that after a British Judge awarded damages to that little group 
McDonald's had taken to court’ 

‘And you can't eat fish without exposing yourself to mercury poisoning. You know as kids they stopped 
giving us milk in school. They said it was because of the risk of long term exposure to the radiation fallout from the 
French nuclear tests in the Pacific.’ 

Sander jumped at the chance to change the subject back to one that was less likely to cause him grief, and 
ruin his chances at happiness. "You grew up in Australia? I can't say I hear any accent?’ 

‘Well we immigrated back to England when I was 8.' 

‘Oh. I see. Well lucky for me.’ 

She smiled and looked at him directly in the eyes. ‘Lucky?’ ‘Why?’ 

She was teasing him. He could see the way the corners of her eyes wrinkled slightly. Her eyes shone. They 
were lovely. 
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"Well, for one, I'd probably not only still be unemployed, but cut off from any benefits’. 

‘Is that all?’ she said, playing at sounding disappointed. ‘Is that the only thing I'm good for?’ 

Sander was lost for words. Well he had lots of things to say. But he didn't want to say the wrong thing. 

Jessica seemed to sense this. And so she made a daring move. 'You know, apart from finding people jobs, I 
also like to fuck every now and then. I'm not saying a lot. Well no more than any other healthy woman. I mean, 
when I find the right man. Do you like to fuck much, Sander? You see I haven't had a good hard fuck for some time. 
A long time. And I was hoping you might be able to remedy that situation.’ 

If Sander had been lost for words a moment a go, he was completely 'dumb' right now. But the moment 
didn't call for any words. Jessica had said all that had needed saying. For now. 

You know this meal is lovely. But it will taste even better afterward.’ With this she got up and started 
undressing before Sander's amazed, and very grateful, eyes. 

She had a very girlish figure. Her breasts were small but firm globes with a lovely rise, and the sort of puffy 
nipples that Sander found so sexy. Her hips were slim. Her slender thighs became firm buttock with hardly a dimple. 
As she shifted her weight, pulling her panties down over her thighs, and stepping out of them with one foot, her 
buttocks rose and fell, tightened and relaxed. She was perfect for Sander. 

And then he came to the most important thing for Sander. It could be make or break. The vagina. She had a 
perfectly clean slit that rose quite high towards her stomach. She turned once as she finally got her second foot free 
of her panties, and Sander could see the beautiful open gap between her thighs and buttocks, and the lovely smooth 
clean slit of her vagina as it continued up towards her delicious, puckered arsehole. 

His cock twitched and throbbed. He had the most massive hard one he could ever remember having. And 
this on his first night with a woman he really cared about. This was the first time he was not impotent on the first 
night. It was a real first. This sealed the deal for Sander. He was smitten. This was a woman he wanted. Really 
wanted. Not because he needed her. Not because he was lonely. Though he was terribly lonely. And not because this 
might be the last opportunity to have sex that might ever present itself. No. And not because it was so long since the 
last time. 

But because she was perfect for him. 

He desperately desired her. 

He pulled back the foreskin of his penis and it remained in place, exposing the head as if he had been 
circumcised. The head of his rock hard cock was shiny and purple. Jessica stared at it. 

‘It's beautiful she moaned. You're beautiful. Come here you beautiful big cocked man. 

Sander walked toward her, his cock swaying left and right with each step. Jessica was fascinated by it. Her 
hand strayed unconsciously to her clit and she touched herself. She took a step towards him then kissed him on the 
mouth. Her hands gently and lightly stroked his cock as his hands slipped between her thighs, feeling her wetness. 

She kneeled before him and he felt the warm, wet, velvet of her tongue as she flicked the tip along the 
frenulum of his cock. Then suddenly he felt the warmth of her wet mouth engulf the head of his cock, and continue 
right down to his balls. She took the entire length of his cock down her throat as he suddenly whined, lost all 
control, and in an ecstasy of almost unbearable pleasure he emptied his balls down the back of her throat, 
unconsciously pulling her head down onto his cock as he came. 

She swallowed greedily, and smiled up at him the smile of a contented girl. He pulled her up towards him, 
his hands hungry to touch, smell, and taste, every inch of her body. He caressed her breasts. He took her puffy 
nipples in his mouth and nibbled on them. He was kissing her stomach when he took a large area of flesh into his 
mouth, sucked it greedily, then bit firmly. He stopped just as she flinched. Just before the pain. Leaving a delicious 
sensation she could hardly bear. It was delicious. She had never been bitten before. She loved it. It made her even 
more desperate for him. 

As he kissed his way down her stomach, his fingers gently caressed the wet lips of her vagina. As his mouth 
reached her clit she let out a moan. Her cunt opened up suddenly under his touch, dripping wet. He slipped a finger 
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into her. First her vagina, and then her arsehole. She shuddered with delight. By now he was hard again, and 
desperate to fuck her. 

As if reading her mind, her fingers having discovered the wonderful stiffness of his cock, she moaned in his 
ear ‘Fuck me. Please. Fuck my cunt. Fuck my cunt with your cock. Please. Fuck my pussy. Cum in my hole.’ 

He slipped his rock hard cock into the firm wetness of her hole and lost himself in an animal frenzy of 
fucking. He pumped her hard as she ground her cunt and clit against him. She began whining 'Oh fuck. Fuck. I'm 
cumming. Oh fuck yes. God. Fuck’ and with this he lost himself in his own world of pleasure. He felt his cock 
explode deep inside her.. He felt one with her. He felt one with the universe. He was one with the pleasure. They 
both felt the same pleasure. They were one in the pleasure. They lost all sense of their 'selves'. They were simply 
pleasure. They were. This was the true meaning of 'Hieros Gamos', Holy Union. 

They fell to the floor and remained on the soft carpet. She felt his cock slip out of her. She felt his arms 
embrace her. She felt safe. He felt something he had never felt before. It was the first time in his life he had really 
‘cum’ during sex. 
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Welcome to my hideout 


'Yeh, so. This is my digs’ Pete announced, unsure of himself, but trying to sound confident. He barely pulled 
it off. Luckily he had a friendly, willing audience. 'It's just temporary. I'm just sort of ‘laying low’. You know. Waiting 
for the heat to die down in the big smoke. Don't want to draw any attention to myself. This place was perfect. 
Boring. Suburban. No-one would ever think to come looking here for me’. 

He had left the spare room door open. As soon as he was sure she had seen what looked like boxes upon 
boxes of various electrical goods, he pretended she had seen something he hadn't wanted her to see, and closed the 
door as if caught by surprise. ‘Oh, that's just my, ah, you know, ah, stash.’ 

She had seen so many boxes. She was really curious. But she saw he didn't want her to ask any more about it. 
Still. It was impressive. She wondered what sort of operation he ran. She wondered how big his cock was. She 
wondered how it would feel slipping up under her panties and into her now wet hole. 

She had worn a short skirt. White panties. No bra. A T-shirt and a jacket. She took her jacket off and went 
to put it on the back of a chair. She deliberately fumbled and dropped it. Waiting to make sure Pete was watching, 
she bent over, giving him a good perve at her white pantied crotch from behind. She checked discreetly to see that he 
was indeed perving at her snatch. Of course he was. She bloomed inside with the sense of approval and acceptance. 
She straightened up, more self-assured than ever, as she assertively stated her rights and intentions by staring at his 
crotch. She was no less fascinated with his sex than he had been with hers. And now she felt bang to rights. She had 
given. Now she had a right to take. It was all about reciprocity, wasn't it? And of course he already sported massive 
hard-on from the sight of this 16 year old school-girl’s soft-white-cotton pantied pussy. The sight both massaged her 
ego and brought her level of sexual arousal to a point. A delicious point. A point that both offered, and loudly 
demanded, release. 

She put the jacket on the chair and wondered aloud if he had anything to drink. He came back with some 
wine coolers. They were sweet and bubbly. Just the sort of thing she liked. Pete didn't mind them either. 

Debbie knew what she wanted. She wanted to fuck a grown man. All that talk with her friends at the 
supermarket was all bluff. She'd never fucked anyone, let alone in a van. All her friends had. At least this is what they 
had said, and what she had believed. It of course had never occurred to her that they were in exactly the same 
position as her. All bluff so far. Thrilled at the idea of sex, but also a little overwhelmed, even fearful of actual sex. 
The wet, sticky, messy, maybe sweaty and awkward, mating of human animals. 

Sure, she'd come close a few times with boys her own age. But when they got pushy and demanding, well, 
she'd always lost interest. It just hadn't felt right. They ruined it somehow, with their stupid jokes, their clumsily 
impatient fumbling, and their bragging to friends. It seemed to her that it wasn't really her they wanted to have sex 
with. Just a girl. Any girl would do. It was just so impersonal. She would mean nothing to them. She wanted it to be 
personal. The boys she had been around seemed too desperate just to be able to say they had slept with a girl. So they 
could tell their mates they'd done the deed. She did not want to be just any girl. She didn't want to be the topic of 
stupid boy's innuendo, gossip, and bragging. Just a target for them to try to ‘hit’. To spread stories about. And maybe 
turn off the kind of guys she was really interested in, but had so far, seemed out of her reach. At least they had never 
paid her any attention. 

But it felt right now. She loved how Pete's hungry gaze yelled 'I want to fuck this girl so hard I can hardly 
keep myself from just ‘taking’ her here and now’. She loved that hunger. That desperation. He wasn't going to try to 
bullshit her, manipulate her, or demand to control her, like all the stupid boys her age. He just wanted to fuck her 
brains out. And that made her so hot and wet that she could barely keep from slipping out of her panties and onto 
his cock. 

‘Peter’ 

"Yeh? What is it Debbie? 

‘Do you like to eat pussy?’ 
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‘Sure I do’ 

‘And do you like to have your cock sucked?’ 

‘Of course I do’ 

‘Can you show me how? I mean. I've never been with a boy before.’ 

At this Pete almost came in his pants. "Well sure I can teach you Debs.’ 

‘Cool. So. Can we do it now?’ Only I've only got half an hour before I have to get home’. 

Pete didn't need any more encouragement. He came over to her. She stood up awkwardly. He pulled down 
her panties and stuck his face straight into her sweet snatch, his tongue greedily licking her from arse to clit. He then 
got his cock out. It was rock hard. 'O.K Deb. Just get down on your knees in front of me. Good. Now take the head 
of my cock in your mouth and lick around the knob. Oh fuck yes. Oh fuck. Fuck yes, Keep sucking my cock. Oh 
fuck. Oh fuck’. He grabbed the back of her head and pulled her onto his cock as he came in her warm, wet, pretty 
mouth. His cock twitched and jerked as he fucked her mouth involuntarily, coming in spurts as she, without 
meaning to, had automatically pulled away. Then, completely calm and serene, he let her head go and sighed. 

Debbie had cum on her lips and cheek. She looked a little confused but also very smug, ‘Did I do good?’ She 
asked, expecting praise and not being left hanging. 

‘Oh baby. You did GREAT. Now come over here and let me make you cum like you just made me cum’. 

Debbie found the offer extremely appealing, and let out a joyful laugh. Pete couldn't help but laugh with her. 
He felt freer, more alive, more generous and full of good-will towards the world, than he had felt in years. 

He proceeded to give her one orgasm after another with his tongue and fingers. She couldn't believe the 
intensity of the pleasure. Near the end she was laughing uncontrollably, trying to force his face and fingers away 
from her. The pleasure was just too unbearable. An idea that she would have dismissed as exaggeration had one of 
her girlfriends said it, or if she had read it in some romantic porn novel. But he kept up the licking and fingering as 
she came one last time, despite her frantic attempts to fight him off, which only made that final, unbearably 
pleasurable orgasm so powerful. He then fell face forward across her legs exhausted. He breathed in the scent of her 
sex deeply. He was completely calm. At peace. One with the world. The universe. One with her. He had no sense of 
‘self and ‘other’. He was in the ‘Bardot’ between moments. A timeless moment. Completely wasted. They lay there 
together like that in a comfortable silence that could have been an eternity, a thousand years, or a few minutes. Who 
could tell? Who cared for time? 

As she came back to her senses she could not believe how wonderful it all had been. But then the practical 
thoughts started crashing into her bliss. She realised she had to get home. Her ‘alibi’ was only for an hour. She did 
not want to have to answer her parent's questions. For she knew her mother would see the change in her, and guess 
the reason. Her father would just get angry without consciously realising why. Better to be avoid that inevitable 
moment as long as possible. Today she wanted to bask in the glow of her new found joy. She would not risk having 
anyone ruin this for her. She had a right to luxuriate in these new feelings. She felt confident of that. A basic right 
that every living being had. A gift of life that everyone had a right to their fair share of. 

‘Pete. I've got to go. This was great. Can I come back on Friday? My parents are going out. I could stay for a 
few hours. We could, you know, maybe fuck.’ 

Pete tried to act cool. ‘Sure Deb. If you want. We can fuck on Friday’. 

‘Cool. I've gotta go' she got up on shaky legs and put on her panties and jacket. She was still wearing her skirt 
and shirt. 'T'll see you on Friday. I'll call. Bye' And then she was already out the door. 

Pete could not believe his luck. He was so horny just thinking about fucking her on Friday that he quickly 
wanked himself off. He came hard. 'God life was good’, he thought to himself. Fucking brilliant’. 
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That darn cat 


Sander had this thing with a stray cat that appeared most nights outside the local corner shop, begging for food. One 
night he had actually picked it up and carried it halfway down the street towards his flat. His intention had been to 
give it a home. But then after about 20 meters he realised he just couldn't do it. The cat was better off out there 
begging for food, than in his miserable, lonely, desolate flat. And so he had brought the cat back, leaving it in the 
warmest place he could find. He said ‘sorry’ to the cat. He really felt it. He wanted to be able to offer it something 
better. But he could not, honestly, call what he had to offer it better. Besides, what if he actually went ahead and 
killed himself, as he so often yearned to do? 

That cat haunted him. So much that he had changed his walking route to avoid passing by the corner shop. 
He could not bear having to accidentally run into that cat again. It would break his heart. The first few times he had, 
in an unconscious funk, automatically walked the old, habitual route, and come across the cat, he had become, 
irrationally he realised, angry with it for being there. So he made a more active effort to make sure he paid attention 
to the way he was walking. He even caught himself almost about to take the old path several times, before turning 
back and using the alternate route. 

He went quite a bit out of his way to avoid having to see that cat. It reminded him of the suffering of the 
world. Of loneliness. Of his own suffering. Of his own loneliness. His own despair. Poor thing. Lonely. Desperate. 
Hungry. Cold. Alone. No-one to care for it. Longing for the comfort and security of a home. It had even had a 
wounded paw. He just couldn't face it again. 

The very thought of the poor creature tortured him. Now that he knew he would not be able to help it, he 
decided there was no point suffering by way of empathy by seeing it, and worrying for it. That did neither the cat nor 
him any good. 

But this evening everything felt different. He felt like life offered the promise of something good. It was of 
course the recent evening with Jessica. And she had called him the next day to say how much she had enjoyed the 
evening, inviting him to her place for dinner the next Friday night. So Sander was, for perhaps the first time in his 
life, and definitely for the first time that he could remember, actually feeling optimistic about the future. If he was 
honest, even happy. Though he dared not dwell on that emotion. He simply did not trust it. 

So today he found himself walking towards the corner shops, along the old, familiar route that he had 
avoided for the last few months. It had been a while since he'd seen the cat. He had hoped it had found a warm place 
to sleep, and that passers’ by proved more practically helpful than he had been for the cat. 

Who knows, the cat might even have gotten lucky, and been taken home by some child to a family that 
could love and care for it, despite the initial resistance on the part of their parents to the idea. 

But as he approached he saw that the cat was there again. And this time some kids were taunting it. One 
young boy with an arch look in his eyes was laughing maliciously back towards his comrades as he made his sinister 
way towards the cat. But before he could do it any mischief, even perhaps actual harm, Sander had caught the cat up 
in his arms. 

It remembered him. He could tell. It mewed hopefully. It almost broke his heart. He could see that the cat 
desperately wanted a home. And maybe there was, after all, a chance that Sander might have a home to offer it. In 
any case it was better off with him, than out here, where it was dependent on the, not always so forthcoming, best of 
human nature. And worse still. Prey to the worst of it, which in Sander's experience, flowed so readily forth. 

He realised he'd need a few things for the cat. So as soon as he got it home, he left some milk, some water, 
and some soy salami out for it. He gave it a cuddle and promised he'd be back soon. With that he left quickly for the 


121 


basement shop under the corner store. He'd seen cat food, kitty litter, and that sort of stuff there the weekend he'd 
run out of supplies, and done some emergency shopping there. 

While buying these things a name for the new member of his household occurred to him. ‘Cezanne’. He'd 
always wanted a cat name ‘Cezanne’. He was full of something he couldn't place. Of course it was that joy in living 
that some fortunate people had most of their lives. But which sadly most had at best now and then. And then there 
were the Sanders of this world, who only ever experienced it if they got really lucky. And somehow Sander had 
gotten really lucky. He knew it. He couldn't help but smile. He felt a hot joy of tear roll down his cheek. He was not 
self-conscious of it. In fact he welcomed it. He felt his personal winter melting, thawing. He was sure that spring was 
just around the corner. He was filled with a new love for life. More than that. For the first time in his life, he felt he 
might actually be able to trust that happiness was not merely a cruel trick, a malicious illusion, to set you up, only to 
laugh at you when you inevitably fell flat on your face. 


The Beginning 
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A possible opportunity for you 


If you know of any publisher interested in publishing my books, please contact me. If I make any money as a result of 
your help, I will be sure to reward you financially in reciprocation. If you are writing a university essay, please 
reference my works. Anything you can do to draw attention to my works will be greatly appreciated. 
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Clarissa Sophia Von Der Golz 


124 


TROONATNOOR Non-fiction 


The Reality Of Our Natures And The Nature Of Our Realities 
Volumes one and two of TROONATNOOR 
Everything you expect from philosophy and more. Answers all your questions, and many you’ve never 
even thought of asking. Yes it is about the meaning of life, the universe, and everything. 
Markus Rehbach 
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Markus Rehbach 
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Markus Rehbach 
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Markus Rehbach 
From Moscow with Loathe 
My experiences living and teaching in Moscow 
Markus Rehbach 
Marx Herbach and the swan 
My experiences living and working in Poland 
Markus Rehbach 
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An understanding of the history of the evolution of the English language informs the optimal 
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Markus Rehbach 
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A selection of my blog posts 
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Markus Rehbach 
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Don't miss out! 


Click the button below and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Markus Rehbach publishes a new 
book. There's no charge and no obligation. 
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